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8 CE N E I. The Street. 
Bellmour and Vainloye meet ing. 


BELLMOUR. 

TR AL Ainlove, and abroad ſo early! good Mor- 
bow. I thought a contemplative-Layer 
could no more have parted with his Bed 
in a Morning, than a“ could have llept 
in't. 1 1 

Vain. Bellmour, Morrow 
Why truth on'+ is, theſ early 8. lies ar 30 
not uſual to me; but Buſineſs, as you ſee, Sir = (Shen 
ing Letters.) And Buſineſs muſt be follow'd, or be loſt. 

Bell. Pox o' Buſineſs — And ſo muſt Titae, my © 
Friend; be cloſe purſued, or loſt. Buſineſs is the Ru of Þ 


T* 72 
i 4 = 
1 
* 2 


Life, perverts our Aim, caſts off the Bias, and leaves us "hs | 
wideand ſhort of the intended Mark. r 
N Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs you mean, © Do, 7 5 
= Bell, Ay, what clic has meaning © 0 
Jain. Oh the wiſe will tell you oe 
"oF AK: Bell. 
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my Faculty, and Pleaſure my Occupation; and let Father 


Bell. No faith Frank you wrong her; ſhe has been juſt 
do you. | 6 715 


| by Nature, Night had hid, confeſs'd her ſoul was true to you; at 
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Hell. More than they believe or underſtand. 

_ Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more than he 
MAY, Wiſdom'snothingbu pretendin 

Bell. Ay, ay, pox Wiſdom's nothing but a 
to-know oy — bong and more than = really do. 2 
read of but one wiſe Man, and all that he knew was, that 
he knew l Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, 
and Wiſdom to Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be 


Time ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Souls grovel 
till they have work d themſelves fix foot deep into a Grave 

guſineſs is not my Element 1 rowyl in a higher Orb 
and dwell;yſ̃ 
Vain. In Caſtles i th' Air of thy own Building: That's 
thy Element, Ned Well as high a Flyer as you are, 

I have a Lure may make you ſtoop. 


 (Flings a Letter. I 
Bell. 1 marry Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at a Woman's 
Hand -— There's more ncy in the falſe opelling of 1 
this Superſcription than in all Cicero. ( Takes up the Letter.) © 
Let me ſee — How now ? Dear perfidious Vainlove. (Reads. y 
Vain. Hold, hold, *slife that's the wrong. f 
Bell. Nay let's ſee the Name, Silvia! how can'ſt thou = 
de ungrateful to that Creature? She's extreamly pretty and a 
— thee intirely —- I have heard her breathe ſuch Rap- 
tures about thee — | £ | 7 1 FA 
- Vain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about — = : 


an. That's pleaſant, by my troth, from thee who haft 
enjoy d her. | | 

Bell. Never her Affections: tis true by Jeaven, ſhe 
own'd to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn | 4 
whienit diſcloſed the Cheat, which, that truſty Bawd of tc 


tho? I by treachery had ſtol'n the Bliſs _— 


. Vain. So was true as, Turtle in Imagination, Ned, Wi 
ha? preach this Doctrine to Husbands, and the married as 
Women will adore thee. W 1 

Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough h 
7 


If the Husband be out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew 


der Fondaeſsand Impaticace ot his Abſence, by choofing is: 
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Hares for you to courſe. We were certain 


ing. and talks of ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep m 
Fpintexr ! Oh the Fanatick one-cy'd Parſon! 
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Te Old Batchelor. = + 
pyer as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike the + * 
may help out with her own Fancy. ge n | 
Vain, But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made a 
Blind of? For ſhe only ſtalks under him to take aim at her 
Husband. | | 
Bell. As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the Hus- 
band: For tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards 


him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Effigie. Ea 


Pain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, whegg 
ſuch Zeal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will Be, 
damn'd by all our proteſtant Husbands for flat 1dolatry--- 
But if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your Per- 
ſwaſion, this Letter will be needleſs. _ 

Bell. What, the old Banker with the hand me Wife? 

Vain. Ay. x | 

Bell. Let me ſee, Letitia! Oh tis a delicious Morſel. 
Dear Frank thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 

Vain. Ay, am I not ? To be continent ſtarting of 

y cut out for 
one another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt 
where thine takes it up But read that, it is an appointment 
for me, this Evening; when NE will be gone out 
of Town, to meet a Maſter.of a Ship, about the Return of 
a Venture which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. 

Bell. (Reads.) Hum, hum--- Out of Town this Even 


company; but I'll take care, he ſhall not be at home. G 


Vain, Ay. 
Bell. (Reads.) Hum, hum 


That your Converſation. 


will be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Ha- 
+ bit to blind the Servants, Very good! then I muſt be 


diſguiſed With all my Heart It adds a Guſto 

to an Amour; gives it the greater reſemblance of Theft; 

and 2 us lewd Mortals, the deeper the Sin the ſweet-/ 
Im amaz'd at thy good Nature 

Vain. Faith I hate Love when 'tisforc'd upon a Man; 


* as l do Wine And this Buſineſs is none of my ſeeking z; 
l only happened to be once or twice,whereLatitia was t 


handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſequently apply d 
my ſelf to her · And it ſeems ſhe has taken me at my word 


Had you been there or any Body, t had been che fame. 
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6 The O Batchelor: | 
Bell. 1 wiſh I may ſucceed as theſame. v8 
Fain. Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom | 
beonceraiſed up in a Women, the Devil can't lay it, till 
ſhe has don't. 4 15 
Bel. Prithee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewife ? = 
Vain. Akind of a Mungril Zealot, ſometimes very 2 N 
eiſc and peeviſh : But I have ſeen him pleaſent enough in 
his way; much addicted to Jealouſie, but more to Fond- 
neſs: So that as he is often jealous without a Cauſe, he's 
as often {atisfied without Reaſon. 
Bell. Avery even Temper and fit for my purpoſe. 1 
muſt get your Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. | 
Vain. Ay, you miy'take him for good and all if you + 
wil, for yagwhave made him fit for no body elſe--Well - 
Bell. You're going to vilit in return of Silvias Letter 
Poor Rogue. Any hour of the day or night will 
{erve her. But do you know ncthing of a ne Rival there? 
Vain. Yes; Heartwe!l, that ſurly, old, pretended Wo- 
nan-hater thinks her Virtuous; that's one Reaſon why I 
tail her: would have her fret her ſelf out of conceit 
with roe, that ſhe may entertain ſome thoughts of him. 
know he viſits her cv'ry day. 
Bell. Vet rails on ſtill and thinks his Love unknown 
to us; alittle Time will (well him ſo. he muſt be forc'd to 
ive it birth, and the diſcovery muſt needs be very plea- 
tant from himieit, to ſee what pains he will take; and 
how he will train to be deliver'd of a Secret, when he has 
miiſcarried on't already. 
Vain. Well. good Morrow, let's dine together, I'll meet 
at the old place. 
Bell. With all my Heart, it lies convenient for us to 
Fay gur Afternoon's Service to our Miſtreſſes; I find I am 
dainmbly in Love; I'm ſo uncaly for not ſeeing Belinda 
ycitewday. ; + 
Fa ut I aw my Araminta, yet am as 1 
IS.) Exit. 


Bell. Why whata Cormorant in Love am I! who not 
contented with the Slavery of honoursble Love in one 
place.and the pleaſure of enjoying ſome halt a ſcore of Mi- 
ſtreſſes of my own acquiring; muſt yet take Vainlouelhge 
Buſineſs upon my hands, becauſe it lay too heayy-upelt, | 
lis ? So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens Wiweg 
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dhe Old Batchelor. 7 
em, but muſt alſo undertake the harder Task of ob- 
liging their Miſtreſſes I muſt take up, or 1 ſhall 


t, till never bold out; Fleſh and Blood cannot bear it aways. | 
5 ö | Enter Sharper, 

e. I'm forry to ſeethis, Ned: Once a Man comes 

/ co his Soliloquys I give him tor gone. a 

* 1 Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to ſee thee, 

ond. Sharp. What. is Belinda cruel, that you are ſo thoughtful ? 


„he's Bell. No faith, nor for that — bat there's a Buſineſs of 
| Conſequence fall'n out to day that requires ſome Conſide- 

Fe. 1 ration. 
| Sharp. Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence 


f you - eanſt thou have ? 
Vell - Bell. Why you muſt know, 'tis a piece of Work to- 
etter wards the finiſhing of an Alder man; it ſeems ! muſt put 


- will the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckold that he may be 


here ? of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Brethien ; So 1 mut 
Wo- beg Belinda's Pardon 


why 1 Sharp. Faithe'en her over for good - and- all; you 
Ynceit $ can have no hopes of getting her for a M:ſtreſs, and ſhe is 
him. too proud, too inconſtant, too affected and too witty, and 
| too handſome for a Wife. 
nown Bell. But ſhe can't have too much Money-- — There's 
cd to twelve thouſand Pound Tom — --- Tis true ſhe 
plea- is exceſſively foppiſh and affected; but in my Conſcience bp 
M and Il believe the Baggage loves me; for ſhe never ſpeaks well 4 
he has of me her ſelf, nor ſuffers any body elle to rail at me. Then 
| as I told you there's twelve thouſand Pound Hum--- 
meet Why faith upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear J 
to be fo very affected neither —- -Giye her her due, 1 ; 
us to think the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch 
lam rm ſure I ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I don't 
linda love all the Sex. 1 „ee 
| . Sharp. And here comes one who {wears as heartily he 
tient. hates all the Sex. | an 
(Bie. ie Enter Heart well. . 


4 


. Bell. Who Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better things-- 

* How now George, where haſt thou been ſnarling odious 
WE Fruths, and entertaining Company like a Phyfician, with 4 
& Giſcomſe of their diſeaſes and infumities ? What fine 
Lady baſt thou been putting out of conceit with her ſelt; 4 
ad.pefwading that the face ſhe had been making all the 
1 A 4 morning 
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/ The Old Batchelor. th N 
morning was none of her own ? For I know thou art as 


unmannerly and as unwelcome to a Woman, as a Looking- © 
glaſs after the Small-pox. 
Heart. I confeſs I a not been ſneering fulſom Lies a 
and nauſeous Flattery; fawning upon a little tawdry = 
Whore, that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any f, 
Puppy that comes, like a Tumbler with the ſame tricks " 
over and over: For ſuch I gueſs may have been your late. to 
Employment. | | h 
Bell. Would thou hadſt come a little ſooner, Vainlove 5 
would have wrought thy Converſion, and been a Cham 
pion for the Cauſe. 5 8 
Heart. What, has he been here? that's one of Loves + 
April-fools, is always upon ſome errand that's to no pur- 8. 
— ever embarking in Adventures, yet never comes to T 
rbour. ; 
Sharp. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Wea- ry 
ther, loves to buffer with the Winds, meet the Tide, and x 
fail in the teeth of oppoſition. W 
Heart. What has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta ? 1 
Bell, Truth on't is ſhe fits his temper beſt; isa kind of 
floating Iſland; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then vaniſhes J 


and keeps him buſied in the ſearch. 1 
Sharp. She had need have a good fhare of ſenſe to ma- 
nage ſo capricious a Lover. 4 

Bell. Faith 1 don't know, he's of a temper the moſt 

eaſie to himſelf in the World; he takes as much always 

a of an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it growys 
ſtale or unpleaſant. | 

Sharp. An argument of very little Paſſion, very good 

Underſtanding, and very il! Nature. 
Heart, And proves that Vainlove plays the Fool with 
\ Diſcretion. 

Sharp. You Bellmour are bound in gratitude to ſtickle 
for him; you with pleaſure reap that fruit, which he takes 
ainsto ſow: he does the drudgery in the Mine, and you 1 
p your image on the Gold. * 
| | Bell. He's of another opinion, and ſays I do thedrud- 
| | y in the Mine: well, we have each our ſhare of ſport, | 
LH” andeach that which he likes beſt ; tis his diverſion to Set, 
& — *tis mine to Cover the Partridge. ; 
Heart. And it ſhould be mine to let em go _ 7. 
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| © The Old Batcber. 9 
A110 Not till you had mouth d alittle George, I think 
I that's all thou are fit for now. 
Li = Heart. Good Mr. Young-fellow, you're miſtaken; as 
8 2 able as your ſelf, and asnimble too, tho' I mayn'thave ſo 
awary i much Mercury in my Limbs. Tis true indeed, I don't 
pats force Appetite, but wait the natural call of my Luſt, and 
* chink it time enough to be lewd, after I have had the 
1 temptation. * 
lobe Bell. Time enough! ay too ſoon, I ſhould rather have 
re. expected from a Perſon of your Gravity. | 


* 


Heart. Vet it often comes too late with ſome of you 4 
young, termagant flaſhy ſinners — you have all the guilt 


Loves of the Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the Prac- 
bore tice Tis true youare ſo eager in the Purſuit of the 
ee Temptation, that you fave the Devil the trouble of lead- 
| Wea- ing * into it. Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you don't 
le * ſwallow that very Hook your ſelves have baited, but you 
? are cloy'd with the Preparative, and what you mean for a 
Lad Whet, turns the edge of your. puny Stomachs. Your 
Lind of Love is like your Courage which you ſhew for the frſt 
imes year or two 2 all occaſions; till in a little time, being 
8038 diſabled or diſarm'd you abate ot your Vigour; and that 
ans daring Blade which wasſo often drawn, is bound to the 
Peace for ever after. | 
de moſt © el. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good Prin- 
ciple indeed ! and art for encouraging Youth, that they 
away ay be as wicked as thou art at thy Years. | 
t grows Heart. Iam for having every body be what they pre- 
elk” tend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter; and not 
* 8 Jike Vainlove, kiſsa Lap-dog with Paſſion, when it would 
o with iſguſt him from the Ladies own Lips. 
= Sell. That only happens ſometimes' where the Dog 
„ fickle as the ſweeter Breath, for the morecleanly Conveyance. 
Ager up ut George, you muſt not quarrel with little Gallantries of 
1 this Nature: Women are often won by em. Who would 
and yo! xefuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog, if it were preliminary to the 
he drud- 7 , Ips of his Lady ? | 
F fort, Ui Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her 
: 2 f ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to the Offietg 
a to Set, ot warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold?! 
55 Bell. What is it to read a Play in a rainy Day, When iy! 


de the Means of getting into a fair Ladies Books; 
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3 The Old Batchelor: 
Though you ſhould be no and then interrupted in a witt 


Scene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, till the Je a 
were over; even this may be born with, conſidering the | | 
Reward in Proſpect. | | 7 6 
Heart. I confeſs you that are Womens Aſſes bear great 
Burdens, are forced to undergo Dreſſing, Dancing, Sing- 
ing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming. Flattering, Ly? 
ing. Grinning, Cringing, and the Drudgery of loving to 
t. 
Bell. O Brute, the Drudgery ot loving! 3 


Heart. Ay; why come to Love through all theſe In- 
cumbrances, islike coming to an Eſtate overcharg'd with 
Debts, which by the time you have pay'd, yields no fur- 
ther Profit than what the bare Tillage and manuring of 
the Land will produce at the Expence of your awn 
SWEAar. | " 
Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love? 
Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. 
Heart. So I hate Phy ſick too 
take it for my Health. 3 > 
Bell. Well come off George, if at any time you ffbuld 
be taken ſtray ing. | * 
Sharp. He has need of ſuch an excuſe, conſidering the 
preſent State of his Body. ? 
Heart. How &'ye mean? f 
Sharp. Why if Whoring be purging, as you call it, 
then | may ſay Marriage is entring into a Courſe of Phy- 
nick. 
Bell. Now now George, does the Wind blow there? 
Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by South 
marry quotha! ] hape in Heaven Ihave a greater Portion 
of Grace, and I think I have baited too many of thole 
Traps, to be caught in one my ſelf. 4 
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yet I may loveto 
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Bell. Who the Devil would have thee? unleſs *twere an # 
Oyſter Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billingſgate — 
thy T:l:nt will never recommend thee to any thing of 
better Quality. | 

Heart. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth. 
which l dor''t expect ſhould everrecommend me to Peo- 
ple of Quality | thank Heaven, I have very ho- 
neſtly purchas'd the Hatred of all the great Families ia, 
Town. 2 
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Sharp. And you in return of Spleen hate them: But 


ay could you hope to be received into the Alliance of a noble 
ring the Family : . 
| j Heart. No, I hope I ſhall never merit that Affliction— 
ar oreat to be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth — bea Stag of 
BY che firſt Head and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the 
_ 15 ſupporters of my Wives Coat. S'death I would not be 
W 3 uckold to e'er an illuſtrious Whore in England. 


Bell. What not to make your Family Man! and pro- 
vide for your Children? | 
= Sharp. For her Children you mean? 
Heart. Ay, there you've nick'd it there's the 
Devil upon Devil Oh the Pride and Joy of Heart 
*rwould be to me, to have my Son and Heir reſemble ſuch 
aDuke to have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and cry. 
Mr. your Son's mighty like his Grace, has juſt his {mile 
and air of's Face. Then replies another methinks 
he has more of the Marqueſs of ſuch a Place, above his 
Noſe and Eyes; though a' has my Lord what-d'ye calls 
Mouth toa tittle Then l to put it off as unconcern'd, 
come chuck the Infant under the Chin, force a Smile and 
cry. ay, the Boy takes after his Mother's Relations 
*X when the Devil and ſhe knows, tis a little Compound of 
the whole Body of Nobility. by 


| = Ha! ha! ha! 
I 5 . . Bell. Well but George I have one Queſtion to ask you 
1 Heart. Pox I have pratled away my Time 
hope you are in no haſte for an Aniwer for 1 ſhan't 
ſtay now. | (Looking on his Match. 
Bell. Nay, prithee George 
Heart, No, beſides my Buſineſs, I ſee a Fool coming 
this way. Adicu. | (Exit. 
Bell. What does he mean? Oh here he comes, ſtand 


there? 

out 
r Portion 
of thoſe 
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; | 
twere an 5 
cloſe let em paſs. 


"ug gon of | 1 Sir Joſeph Wittoll aud Capt. Bluffe croſs the Stage. 
S 2 What in the name of Wonder is it? | 
Bell. Why a Fool. 
R 3 - 
bg, Tops * Sharp. Tis a tawdry Outſide. | 
* 1 „Bell. And a very beggarly Lining yet he may be 
Y worth your Acquaintance --a little of thy Chy miſtry Tom, 


:milies in 


na extract Gola from that Dirt. 
Sharp. i - 


Larp. 
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iz The Old Batchelor. 
Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymiſt, and 
wake as induſtrious. But what was he 5 follow d 


him ? is not he a Dragon that watches theſegolden Pippins? 


Bell, Hang him, no, hea Dragon? it he be tis a very 
2 one? I can enſure his Anger dormant; or ſhould 
he ſeem to rouſe, tis but well aſhing him, and he will 
ſleep like a 1. 

Sharp. Ay, he is of that Kidney ? 


Bell, Vet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir Foſeph Wittoll, as 
the Image of Valour: He calls tim his Back, and indeed 


they are never aſunder yet laſt Night, I know not 
by what Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had fallen 
into the Hands of ſome Night -walkers, who I ſuppoſe 
would bave pillag'd him: but I chanc'd to cone by and 
reſcued him, though I believe he was heartily frightned 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran away without ſtay- 
ing to ſee who help'd him. | 

Sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army? | 

Bell. No, But he is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of 
a Soldier, which now a* days often cloaks Cowardice, as a 
black Gown does Atheiſm— You muſt know he has been 
Abroad--went purely to ru away from a Campaign; en- 


rich d himſelf with the Plunder of a few Oaths; — and 
here vents 'em againſt the General, who {lighting Men of 


Merit, and preterring only thoſe of Intereſt, has made ' 


him quit the Service. 


Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own Per- 
formance? 


Bell. Speaks Miracles ; is the Drum to his own Praiſe 


— the only Implement of a Soldier he reſembles, like 


that, being tullof bluſtring Noiſe and Emptineſs — 
Sharp. Andlike that of no Uſe but to be beaten. 
Bell. Right, but then the Compariſon breaks, for he 
will takea Prubbing with as little Noiſe as aPulpitCuſhion. 
Sharp. His Name, and 1 have done? 


Bell. Why that. to paſs it current too, he has gilded with 7 q 


a Title; he is calbd Capt. Bluffe. 


Sharp. Well Lllendeavour his Acquaintance— you ſteer 
another Courſe, are bound, 


For Love's Iſland : I, for the Golden Coaſt. 


May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt, (Exeunt, 
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FEET 1. VCENTK IT. 
Sir Joſeph Wittol, Sharper following. 


1 Sharper. 
1 Fi URE that's he, and alone: | | 
WI Sir Fo. Um— Ay this, this is the very damn'd place; 


the inhumane Cannibals, the bloody-minded Villains would 
W have butcher'd me laſt Night: No doubt, they would 
bave flead me alive, have ſold my Skin, and devour'd my 
Members. 


Sharp. How's this! 
Sir % An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came 
by and frighten'd *em away but agad I durſt not 


| ſtay to give him thanks. 
= Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means — ! ha, I have 
W a Thought 
Sir Fo. Looks, would the Captain would come; the 
very Remembrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never 
be reconciled to this Place kms 
Sharp. *Tis but trying, and being where Iam at worſt, 
now look ! curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the Place, this 
7 damn'd unlucky Place. — 
Sir Fo. Agad and fo *tis— why here has been more 
= Miſchief done I perceive. | 
Sharp. No, *tis gone, tis loſt— ten thouſand Devils 
on that Chance which drew me hither ; ay here, juſt here, 
this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but the de- 
ſpair of what I've loſt, 


1 (Looking about as in ſearch. 
0 Sir Fo. Poor Gentleman by the Lord Harry Il 
ſtay no longer, for I have found tdo 
= Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? what have y 
ö found? reſtore it quickly, or by 
Sir 70. Not I Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be fay'd, I 
have found nothing but what has been to my Lols, as I 
may ſay, and as you was ſaying, Sir. 
. Sharp. O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it ſeems; 
is an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may 
5 3 rejoice 
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| rejoice over my ill Fortune, ſince it paid the Price of your 


Ranſom. 


Sir Fo. I rejoice! agad not I Sir; I'm very ſorry for 


your Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir; and 


if you did not know me, you'd ne'er ſay I were ſo ill-na- N 7 | 
tur d. 


Sharp. Know you! why can you be ſo ungrateful to | 5 


forget me? 


Sir. Fo. O Lord, forget him! No no Sir, I don't for- 


get you becauſe I never ſaw your Face before, agad. 
Ha, ha, ha. 


Sharp. How ! (Angrily. 

Sir Fo. Stay, ſtay Sir, let me recollect— he's 9 
angry Fellow — I believe I had better remember him, 
till I can get out of his Sight; but out o' ſight out o 
mind agad. (Aſide. 

Sharp. Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir, 
in preſerving you from thoſe Rufhans, might have taken 
better Root in your ſhallow Memory. 

Sir Fo. Gads-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, this 


is the very Gentleman: How ſhalll make a Return ſuitable 


tothe Greatneſs of his Merit— I had a pretty Thing to 


that Purpoſe, if he han't frighted it out ot my Memory. 


Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implore your Par- 
don for my Tranſgreſſion of Ingratitude and Omiſſion; 
having my intire Dependance, Sir, upon the Superfluity of 
your Goodneſs, which, like and Inundation will, I hope, 
totally immerge the Recollection of my Error, and leave 
me floating in Sight, upon the full blown Bladders of Re- 
pentance— by \ help of which, I ſhall once more hope 
to ſw im into gt Favour, __- +, ( Bows, 
Sharp, = bo, O Sir, Lam ealily pacity'd, the ac- 
knowJedgment of a Gentleguin —-— , 
Sie . Acknowledgment! Sir I am all over Acknow- 
ledg tnt! aud will not ſtick to ſhow. it ia the greateſt 
Exiremity ; by Night, or Day, in Sicknels, or in Health, 
Wutcr, or Summer, all Seaſons and Occations ſhall teſti- 
fy the Reality and Gratitude of your ſuperabundant 
{ mble Servant Sir Joſeph Wittol Knight, Hem! hem! 


e Sharp. Sir Foſeph Wittol ! 


* * 


1 7 Sir Fo. The lame Sir, of JWittol-ball in Comitata 
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harp. 1s it poſſible! Then I am happy to have obliged 
4 be ii vor of Knighthoos and Pink of Courteſie in the 
Ace. Let me embrace you. 
Sir Fo. O Lord. Sir! F Gas 
Sharp. My loſs, Teſteem as a trifle repay'd with inte- 
ea, lince it has purchas'd me the friendſhip and acquain- 
7 ance of the perſon in the World, whoſe Character I admire, 
Sir Fo. You are only pleas'd to ſay fo, Sir —— But 
ray if I may be ſo bold, what is that loſs you mention? 
WB Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle laſt 
right. 1 only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which I 
Nconteſs, I came half deſpairing to recover; but thanks to 
my better Fortune — f 
Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems; I profeſs 
I'm heartily glad 
Sharp. Sir your humble Servant I don't que- 
ſtion but you are; that you have ſo cheap an opportunity 
of expreſſing your gratitude and generoſity. Since the 
refunding ſo trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you, and 
= doubly engage me. | 
Sir 70. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial Sum 
But han't you found it, Sir! 
Sharp: No otherwiſeI vow to Gad but in my hopes 


ina you, Sir. 


Sir Fo. Hum. 15 

* Sharp But that's ſufficient. Twere injuſtice to 

doubt the honour of Sir Fo. Wittol. 

Sir Fo, O Lord, Sir. 

Sharp. You are above, I'm ſure, a thought fo low, 

© to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in your ſervice; 

Nay 'twas ina manner — paid down for your deliver- 

ance; 'twas ſo much lent you And you ſcorn [ll 

2 1y that for you 

Sir Fo. Nay VII ſay that for myſelf, with your leave, 

Sir, I do ſcorn a dirty thing, but agad I'm a little out of 

Pocket at preſent. 

Sharp. Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your 
> Word is ſufficient any where: *Tis but borrowing fo 
much dirt; you have large Acres, and can ſoon repay it 
+ Money is but Dirt Sir 7% . Meer Dirt. 

Sir Fo. But I profeſs, tis a Dirt J have waſhed my 

= hands off at preſent, I have laid it all out upon my Back. 

=_ ; Sharp. | 


* 

- 
1 

. 
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Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths Sir Foſeph ? 

Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a ver Sod Jeſt I profeſs J 
ha, a very good Jeſt ; and I did not know that I had ſaid it, 
and that's a better Jeſt than t' other. Tis a Sign you and I 
han't been long acquainted; you have loſt a good Jeſt for 
want of knowing me 
mine whom I call my Back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, and 
follows me through all Dangers — he is indeed Back, 
Breaſt, and Headpiece as it were to me agad he's 
a brave Fellow Pauh, I am quite another thin 
when I am with him: I don't fear the Devil (God bleſs 
us) — he be by. Ah had he been with me laſt 
night. 

Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he could have done 
no more, nor perhaps have ſuffered ſo much — had he a 
hundred Pound to loſe? ( Angrily. 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir, by no means, (but I might have 
fav'd a hundred Pound) I mean't innocently as I hope to be 
ſav d, Sir (a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſay ing, I let 
him have all my ready Money to redeem his great Sword 
from Limbo - = But, Sir, I have a letter of Credit to 
Alderman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and 
this Afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, ſuch a one as 
you would wiſh to have met with. 

Sharp. That you are V'1l be {worn (aſide.) Why that's 
great and like your ſelf, 

Enter Bluffe. 

Sir Fo. O here a comes—- Ay, my Hector of Troy, 
welcome my Bully, my Back, agad my Heart has gone a 
pit- pat for thee, 

Bluff. How now, my young Knight? Not for fear, 
I hope; he that knows me mult be a Stranger to fear. 
Sir Fo. Nay agad I hate fear, ever fince I had like to 
havedy'd of a fright. But 
Bluff. But! look you here, boy, here's your antidote, 
here's your Jeſuits Powder for a ſhaking fit—— But who 
haſt thou got with thee, is he of mettle? 
| (Laying his hand upon his Sword. 
5 Fo. Ay, Bully, a deviliſh ſmart Fellow, a' will fight 
ike a Cock. x 
Bluff, Say you ſo? then I honour him — But has he 
been abroad? for every Cock will fight upon his own 
Dunghil, 8 
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Sir Fo. I don't know, but I'll preſent you 
& Bluff. ll recommend my ſelf — Sir I honour you; 
und-rſtand you love Fighting, Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. 
= Sharp. Sir your Servant, but you are mifinform'd, for 
* it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Foſeph 
ere, my Country, or 1 Religion, or in ſome very ju- 
Fifable Cauſe, I'm not for it. 


17 


F O Lord! our pardon Sir, I find you are not 
ot 0 ns reliſh a Diſh of fighting with- 
at ſweet Sauce. Now I think—— Fighting for 
Wehting's ſake's ſufficient Cauſe; Fighting to me's Reli 
ion and the Laws. : 

Sir Fo. Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that great Sir? 
y the Lord Harry he ſays true; Fighting is Meat, Drink, 
nd Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman is one of the 
Weſt Friends I have in the World, and ſav'd my Life laſt 


You know I told you. 


well by the Lord Harry Mr. Sharper he's a brave Fel- 
ou as Cannibal, are not you Bully — Back ? 
Sharp. Hannibal I believe you mean Sir Foſeph. 

Bluff. Undoubtedly he did, Sir; faith Hannibal was a 
very pretty Fellow — but Sir Foſeph Compariſons are 
Rodious—— Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe 

Days, it muſt be granted but alas, Sir! were he 
Alive now, he would be nothing in the Earth. 2 
> Sharp. How Sir! I make a doubt, if there be at this 
Day a greater General breathing. 
Bluff. O excuſe me, Sir; have you ſery'd abroad, Sir? 
Sharp. Not l, really Sir. 
= Bluff. Ohl thought ſo - Why then you can know no- 
hing. Sir: Pmafraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory of the 
nate War in Flanders, with all its particulars? | 
Sharp. Not I, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or 
Vazette tell us. 8 WH 
Gazette! Why there again no W. — Why, 
ere are not 4. Words 5 truth, the Vear round 
put into the Gazette I'll tell you a ſtrange thing now as 
No that You muſt know, Sir, I was reſident in 
| 8.4 


- 


. Death; what do you mean, Sir Foſeph ? 


Sharpe This S Word I'll maintain to be the beſt Divine, 
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the laſt Campaign; had a ſmall Poſt there, but no matter 

tor that— Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any thing of 

moment done but an humble Servant of yours, that j 

be nameleſs, was an Eye witneſs of —-- I roo def $41 
0 


the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho' 1 might ſay that to. WS! 
am no body you know — Well, Mr. Sharper, wog y õοõ,t 
think it? In all this time —- as l hope for a Truncheon-.. 


© this raſcally Gazette-writer never ſo much as once menti- 


on d me Not once by the Wars Took no more no- 
oy than as if Nol. Bluſfe had not been in the Land of the 
iving. 

Shar . Strange! 

Sir 70. Yet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, for 
went every Day to Coffec-huuſes to read the Gazette 
my ſelf. 7 

Bluff. Ay, ay, no matter You ſce Mr. Sharper after 
all I am content toretire-— Live a private Perſon Sci 
io and others haye done it. | * 

Sharp. Impudent Rogue. Caſide. 

SizZo. Ay this damn'd Modeſty of yours Agad if 
he would put in for't, he might be made General bigaſelf 

_ "a 2 0 
Bluff. O fy, no Sir Foſeph-— You know I hate this. 
Sir Ju. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper alittle, how you cat Wl 
bse brit of the Mouth of a Cannon — agad he did? 
thoſe impenetrible Whiskers of his have confronted 


Sir 76: Look you now, I tell you he's to modeſt, he! 
dyn nothing. wt 
Huff. Piſh you have put me out, I have forgot what 
I was about, pray hold your Tongue, and give me leave. 


a . | ( Angrily. 
Sir Fo. lam dumb. _. 
Bluff. This Sword, I think, I was telling you of Mr. 


Angtomiſt. Lawyer, or Caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhalldecide 
a Conmovyerlic or ſplit a Caule Wh 
Sir 70. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will ſplit a Hair, by 
the Lord Harry 1 have — 5 
Bluff. Touns Sir, it's a Lie, you have not ſeen it, A 


4 ”% 


n't ſee it; Sir 1 fay you can't ſee ; what d'ye fay to 

at now, Sir? K 

Sir Fo. I am blind. I | 

. Death, had any other Man interrupted me- 

ie Fo. Good Mr Sharper ſpeak to him; I dare not 

Ir that way. = ab 

leon. Sharp Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. 

*menti. lf. O I am calm, Sir, calm as a diſcharged Culverin 

ore no. Fut 'twas indiſcreet when you know what will pro- 

d of the y | ke me Nay come Sir Foſeph, you know my Heat's 
Won over. 

Sir Fo. Well Iam a Fool ſometimes 


ry. 
LBluff. Enough. 


But 'm 


rper, for 
Gazette 


2s. Mr. Sharper will you partake ? 
S Sharp. I wait on you, Sir? nay, pray Captain 


bu are Sir Foſeph's Back. 


per after 


dei. 


Exeunt, 


(le SCENE Changes to Lodgings. 
himſelf Y Eiter Araminta, Belinda. 


Res Belinda, f 

| A did R more, Oh Cad, 1 ſwear you'd make one ſick to 
1 War you. 

fronted =. Bleſs me! what have I ſaid to move you thus. 

Belin. Oh you have raved, talked idly, and all in Com- 


* hell! ndation of that filthy, aw kard, two-leg'd Creature, 

; Man you don't know what you ſaid, your Fever 
= tranſported you. 47 

58 — ＋ am. If Love be the Fever which you mean, kind 


Weav'n avert the Cure: Let me have Oil to feed that 
me and never let it be extinct, till | my ſelf am Aſhes. 
W3Belin. There was a Whine — O Gad I hate your hor- 
Fancy — This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in 
Pve is to be poſſeſs' d Tis in the Head, the Heart, the 
Wood, — All over O Gad you are quite ſpoil'd — I 
Ml! loath the ſight of Mankind for your fake. 


Angrily. 


of Mr. 
Divine, 
Ii! decide 


Hair, by Aram. Fic, this is groſs AﬀeQation-—- A little of Bell- 
jt, wor pur's ger would change the Scene, 
han'c ln. Filthy Fellow ! I wonder Couſin 


Aram. 
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Sir Fo. Come well go take a Glaſs to drown Anĩmoſi- 


q Y ! nay Dear— prithee good, dear ſweet Couſin no 


5 


Alu. I wonder Couſin you ſhould imagine, I don 


Bell mour laſt night, and call'd him aloud in your fleep ? 


= . Lard,. Couſin, you talk odly —- Whatever the Matter is, 
0 e I'm afraid you follow evil Courſes. 
At 


20 The Old Batchelor. 
ny — * him. N 
Belin. Oh, I love your hideous Fancy ! Ha, ha, ha, 
love a Man! : * 5 a 
Aram. Lovea Man! yes, you would not love a Beat. 
Belin. Of all Beaſts not an Aſs—— Which is ſo lik: 
our Vainlove Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, 
a, ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me I can't help Laughing, 


that an abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor & 
Creature to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and. 


all that in his Breaſt. Araminta, come I'll talk , 16 B 


to you now; could you but ſee with my Eyes, the buf. 
foonry of one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with al 
his Equipage and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you 
would — But you play the Game, and conſequently 
can't ſee the Miſcarriages obvious to every ſtander- by. 
Aram. Yes, yes, Icanſce ſomething near it when youll 
and Bellmour meet. You don't know that you dreamꝭ t off 


Belin. Piſh Ican't help dreaming of the Devil ſome- 
times; would you from thence infer I love him? 

Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arm 
when you named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom 
Sure if I had not pinch'd you till you wak'd, you had 
ſtifled me with Kiſſes. 

Belin. O barbarous Aſperſion ! 8 

Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone 7 
Nay, I can tell you more. 

Belin, 1 deny it all. = 

Aram. What, before you hear it? 24 


Belin. My denial is premeditated like your Malice — 


- 
_ 

11 
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© 1 


m. Ha, ha, ha; this is pleaſant. 

Belin, You may laugh, but 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha, 

Belin. You think the malicious Grin becomes you 
The Devil take Bellmour. Why do you tell me ot . 
him? 1 

Aram. Oh is it come out now——now you are angry, 
Iam ſure you love him. . ; 

cel 


Y 
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ell no body elſe Couſin =—— I have not betrayed 
- et. 1 
4 Belin. Prithee tell it all the World, it's falſe. Betty. 


e, I dont 


- 2, 1 (Calls, 
„en Bean Aram. Come then, Kiſs and Friends, 

is ſo like Belin. Piſh. | 

 Chavrin am. Prithee don t be ſo peeviſh. 

oe Velina. Prithee don't be ſo impertinent. 

the poor : Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 

Itars, and : Enter 3 f 

ſeriouſſhy Ber, Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? | 
the but = Belin. Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman 
it with l Chair. (Exit Betty. 


Aram. I hope yor are not going out in Dudgeon, 


ſure you 
n uſin? Enter Footman. 
ar Y „er. Madam, there are 


Belin. Is there a Chair? 
Foot. No, Madam, there are Mr. Bell mour, and Mr. 


4 . love t wait upon your Lady ſnip. 
m?; Lan. Are they below ? 
our Arm Foot. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you 
Boſom ere at home. 
you bad _ The Viſit's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am at my 
Aram. Be ready to ſhow'emup. (Exit Footman. 
ent tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern d: but 
you continue your Humour, it won't be very enter - 
Wining (I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay, 
1 4. (4 ide. 
7%. "Ol 3215 I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to the full and 
Matter is Nee Enjoy ment of that Converſation you admire. 
h | + Enter Betty, with Hoods and Looking-glaſ+. 


BY Belin. Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs — Lard Look wrets 


ed to Day. 

Aram. Betty, why don't you help my Couſin? _ - 

s you i ( Putting on her Hoods: 

tell me oi Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair 
With a high Roof, or a very low Scat Stay, come 


re angry ack here you, Mrs. Fidget---You are ſo ready to go to the 


teh 


5 


ootman — Here, take em all again, my Minds chang d. 
Won't go, . Betty withthe Things. 
"A P Aram. 


dl 
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Aram. So, this I expeAed . You won't oblige m 
3 and let me haye all the Company to my 


; 


e\ 
a 
8 
Belin. No; upon Deliberation, I have too much Chari. AR 
ty to truſt you to your ſelf. The Devil watches all Oppot- W 
tunities, and in this tavourable Diſpoſition of your Mind 
Heav'n knows how tar you may be tempted: I am tender 1 . 
of your Reputation. . * 
Aram. 1 am oblig'd to you who's malicious 4 
now, Belinda ? . 
Belin. Not I, witneſs my Heart, I tay out of pure Af. 
fection. | 
Aram. In my Conſcience believe you. 
Enter Bellmour, V-zinloye. 
Bell. So Fortune be prais'd ! To find you both within, 
Ladies, is 
Aram. No Miracle, I hope ? 
Bell. Not o' your Side, Madam, I confeſs 
But my Tyrant there and I, are two that can neyer come 
ether. | 
Belin. Nor are never like Yet we often meet 
and claſh. | 
Br.. How never like! marry Hymen forbid. But this 
it is to run ſo extravagan ly in Debt, I have laid out ſuch : "M k 
World of Love in your Service, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for the ſame Re- 
fon that you would a Dun. 3s 
Bielin. Ay, on my Conſcience, and the moſt impertinent RF 
anc troubleſome of Duns a Dun for Money wil 
be quiet, when he ſ s his Nebtor has not wherewithal— 
But a Dun for Love is an eternal Torment that never 
reſts 1 
Bell. Till he has created Love where there was none 
and then gets it for his Pains For |mportunity in Love 
like Importunity at Court firſt creates its own Interclt, 
and theipurſies for the Favour. | 
Aram, Favour; that are got by Impudence and Impor- 
tunity, are like Ditcoveries from he Rack, when the f 
Aicted Perſon for eaſe ſometimes confeſſes Secrets hi 
Heart knows nothing of. | 
Mis. I ſhouldrather think Favours ſo gain'd, to be K 0 
1 . f 0 


* 
4 


* 
» 
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Lewrards to indefatigable Devotion For as Love 
a Deity, he muſt ſerv'd by He bb 

= Belin. O gad! would you would all pray to Love then, 


. and let us alone. 


1 Chari-BE pain. Von are the Temples of Love, and tis through 
Oppor. ¶ ou our Devotion muſt be convey'd. 

ar Mind Aram. Rather poor wy Idols of your own making, 
n tender Which upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet up 


ew Every Man now, changes his Miſtreſs and his Re- 

ion, as his Humour varies, or his Intereſt, 

uiii O Madam 

pure Af Aram. Nay come, I find we are growing ſerious, and 
een we are in great Danger of being dull-— If my Mu- 

Wck-maſter be not gone, YI! entertain you with a new 

Wong, which comes uy near my own Opinion of Love 

ad your Sex — Who's there? 

Euter Foot man. 


jaliciou 


within, 


s Mr. Gavot gone? 
Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; T'll call him, 
(Exit. 


— — 
er come] 
Bell. Why. you won't hear me with Patience. 


ten meet Aram. What's the Matter Couſin? 
A Bell. Nothing, only | 
But th Beli. Prithee hold thy Tongue —-- Lard, he has ſo pe- 
ut ſuch 18rd me with Flames and ſtuff — I think I Than't endure 


you can. pe Sight of a Fire this Twelvemonth. 
me Rer. Bell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 


— 


Belin. O Gad I hate your hideous Fancy —- You ſaid 


2 Nat once before — If you mutt talk impertinently, for 
ney W. eav'ns ſake let it be with Variety; don't come always 
hear e the Devil, wrapt in Flames — I'll not hear a Sentence 
5 1 


n py that begins with an, I burn— Or an, | beſeech you, 
ladam. 


Bell. But tell me how you would be ador d? I am 
y tractable. 8 
Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in Silence. 
& Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all 
be talk to yobr ſelf you had better let m ſpeak; 
dr if my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, I ſhall make villain- 
Signs. | | 
| Belin. 


vas none, j 
in Love 
1 Intereſt, 


d Im por. 
en the at- Th 
:crets hi; 


to be due 
Re 
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Belin. What will you get by that; to make ſuch Signs as 
I won'tunderſtand? _ 

Bell, Ay, but if Pm Tonguety'd, I muſt have all my ! 
Actions free to - - quicken your Apprehenſion — andi 
gad let me tell you, my moſt prevailing Argument is 

expreſſed in dumb Shew. 15 
Enter Muſick- Maſter. ts 8 

Aram. Olam glad we ſhall have a Song to divert the 

Diſcourſe—. Pray oblige us with the laſtnew Song. 1 


SONG. 
I. 


Thus to a ripe, conſenting Maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia 2 
IWould you long preſerve your Lover, 
Would you ſtill his Goddeſs reign, 
Never let him all diſcover, 
Never let him much obtain. 


IT. 


em from the Golden Dream; 
ew be/ides our Faces, 
ery Woman is the ſame. 


Aram. So, how d'yelike the Song Gentlemen. 

Bell, O very well perform d but Idon't much admire of de 
the Words. x = B 
Aram. I expected i. there's too much Truth in em. . 
if Mr Gavot will walk with us in the Garden, We'll have 
it once again — You may like it better at ſecond hearing. 1 
You'll bring my Couſin. e 

Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but IU RF 7 
make Signs. | ; j ; * tio 
[ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhew. = KL 


Belin. O fough, your dumb Rhetorick is more 1 ** 1 pi 


fl 
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1 Lucy. Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for Dif- 

all my ſembling. | 

and Man was by Nature Woman's Cully made: 

nent is We, never are but by our ſelves betray d. [Exeunt. 
RX Evxter Heartwell, Vainlove, and Bellmour following. 


| Ball. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heartwell going to Silvia? 
vert te Vain He s talking to himſelf, I think prithee let's try 
8 if we can hear him. . | 
J Heart. Why whither in the Devil's name am I goin 
now? Hum Let me think — —— . ls not this 
EZS:lvia's Houſe, the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which 
# conſequently I ought to ſhun as I would infection? To 
Wenter here, is to put on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the 
Wembraces of a Fever, and in ſome raving fit, be led to 
Wplunge my ſelf into that more Conſuming Fire, a Woman's 
Arms. Ha! well recollected, I will recover my reaſon, 
and be gone. 
Bell. Now Venus forbid ! Vain. Hum 
Heart. Well, why do you not move? Feet do your Office 
— Not one Inch ; no, Foregod l' m caught 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points 
Nou could I curſe my ſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou de- 
Micious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman! S'death, how 
he young Fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt df the 
Town : nay in two days, I expect to be chronicled inDitty, 
and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune ot the Superannua- 
ed Maiden's Comfort, or the Batchelor's Fall; and upon 
The third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigie, paſted up for the ex- 
_Zemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes and Coblers Stalls 
8 — — Death, Ican't think on't . 11 run into 
h admice he danger to loſe the apprehenſion. [ Goes in. 
4 Bell. A very certain remedy, probatum eſt- Ha, 
h in em. . ha, poor George thou art i'th* right, thou haſt ſold thy 
ell have lf to Laughter; the ill- natured Town will find the Jeſt 
Wt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a'ſtruggled, 
15 ke an old Lawyer, between two Fees. 
Vai. Or a young Wench, between pleaſure and repu- 
tion. 


umb ſhew. 1 5 Bell. Or as you did to day, when halt afraid you ſnatch d 

oo kiſs from Aramiuta. r 

Vain. She has made a quarrel on't. 
2 ; B 2 


ed upon one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling 7 de. 


Y y * 
a” IT , 
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5 Belly th, Women are only angry at ſuch offences, to 
have the pleaſure of forgiving em. #7 | 
Pu, And I love to have the pleaſure of making my 
ce ] ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſie won, 
Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou wouldſt be at; 
whether thou wouldſt have her angry or pleas'd. Couldſ 
thou be content to marry Araminta ? "Pp 
Vain. Cou'd you be content to go to Heaven? 
Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not $ 
heartily ! I'd do a little more good in my generation firſt, N M 


ad an I A 


in ord-r todeſerve it. ec 


Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. ere 
Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her, if 
ſhe never yield? 
Vain. That's true; but I would | 
Bell. Marry her without her conſent ; thou'rt a Riddle 


beyond Woman 


„ of 
F EE 
* 

F a , 


| Enter Setter. 
Truſty Setter what tidings! how goes the Project? 
*- Setter. As all lewd projects do Sir, where the Devil pre- 
vents our endeavours with ſucceſs. 
Bell. A good hearing, Setter. i 
Vain, Well, I'llleave you with your Engineer. Exit. 
Bell. And haſt thou provided Neceſſar ies? bas! 


Setter. All, all Sir; the large ſanctified Hat, and the PH Sex 
little preciſe Band, with aſwinging long ſpiritual Cloak, dr 
to cover carnal Knavery—— ——not forgetting the black — 

Luc 


Patch, which Tribulation Spintext wears as I am inform- 


Offences of his Youth; and ſome ſay, with that Eye 
he firſt diſcover'd the frailty of his Wife. | ® 
Bell. Well, in chis Fanatick Father's Habit, will I con- 


teſs Latiria. "of ſt t] 

Setter. Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by help. = 

ing her to ſin. ere 

Bell. Be at your Maſter's Lodging in the Evening, Iten 

' ſhall uſe theRobes. [ Exit Bell, each. 

Setter. 1 ſhall Sir—— l wonder to which of thelc we) 
two Gentlemen do moſt properly appertain- — 4. ou 

one uſes me as his Attendant, the other, being the better Sette 

| acquainted with my Parts, employ: me as a Pimp; why orld! 


thar's much the more honourable Employment .— by al 
| meals 


Liddle 


il pre- 


[ Exit. 


* 
ad the 


Cloak, d me from my Dream of Glory ? ſpeak thou vike+ | 
e black Piſturber 5 3 : whe 
form. Luc). Of thy moſt vile Cogitations — thou poor, con- 
ogling ed wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelt, upon thy 
at Eye aſter's Employment. For he's the head Pimp to Mr. 
llmour. 8 
1 con- Letter. Good words, Damſel, or I ſhall —— But ho 
"ol dſt thou know my Maſter or me? 
y help- = Lucy. Yes, I know Maſter and Man to be— 
= Setter. To be Men perhaps? nay faith like enough? I 
ning, ien march in the rear of my Maſter, and enter the 
£it Bell, Peaches which he has made. i 4 Ky I 
\f thei Lucy. Ay, the breach of Faith which he has begun: 
„ile hou Tray tor to thy lawful Princeſs. :; , 4. ol 
o better WW SLerter. Why how now! prithee whoart ? lay by that .,/ ĩ 
. by orldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 1 
by No srah, Vl keep it on to abuſe thee and kave 
neu ee Without hopes of Revenge. 9 


lows me as his Conductor 


Ys 
"> 
PF 
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eans l follow one as my Maſter, but the t fol- 


Enter Lucy. 


= Lacy. There's the Hang-dog his Man——1 had a Power 
over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs, but he is too 
rue a Valet de chambre not to affect his Maſter's faults ; and 


Tonlequently is revolted from his Allegiance. 


Setter. Undoubtedly *tis impoſſible to be a Pimp and not 


Man of Parts. That is without being politick, diligent, 
» . . 
ecret, wary and fo forth — and to all this valiant as 
Hercules —---That is, paſſively valiant, and actively obe- 
ieat. Ah! Setter what a Treaſure is here loſt for want ot 
eing known. 


Lucy. Here's ſome villainy a Foot he's ſo thoughtful ; 
ny be I may diſcover ſomething in my Mask - - Worthy 


Sir, a Word with you. Puts on her Mask. 


Setter. Why if I were known l might come to be a great 
lan — 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your meditation — - 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procur'd 


Wis greatneſs by pimping. 


Lucy. Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, fora 
ontemplative Pimp. 24408 
Setter, Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt awak- 


B 3 Set, 


n - 
4 . * 
15 
. * = 


4 % 


Ber ſullied Iniquities and Cloathing. 


| flung the firſt Stone ? who undervalued my function? and Pp] at 


tf 
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Setter. Oh! I begin to ſmoak ye, thou art ſome for- 
ſaken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore---— -— * 
and art come to tickle thy Imagination with remembrance *? 
of Iniquity paſt. * 1 

Lucy. No, thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imper- 
feftions, thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pair- 
ings of his ſyperfluous Fopperies, 4 

Serter. Thou art thy Miſtreſſes foul ſelf, compoſed of 


Lucy. Hang thee — Beggar's Cur — Thy Maſter is but a a 
Mumper in Love ; lies canting at the Gate, but nevers dare? 
preſume to enter the Houſe. , 


Lucy. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer; look 
e, [ Unmasks. 

Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy? 
22 I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me in 
e Face. | 
Setter. Adsbud who's in fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who * 


wm "*. 
1 


who the Devil could know you by inſtinct? 

Lucy. You could know my Office by inſtinct, an be 
hang' d. which you have ſlander'd moſt abominably, I: 
vexes me not what you ſaid of my perſon, but that my 
innocent Calling ſhould be expos'd and ſcandaliz d I can- 
not bear it. | (Cris. 

Setter. Nay faith Lucy Pm ſorry; I'll own my ſelf to oe. 
blame, though we were both in fault as to our Offices -- 8 
Come l' make you any reparation. 

Lucy. Swear, 

Setter. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. c 

oy: To be brief then; what is the reaſon your Ma. 
ter did not appear to day according to the Summons I 3 


brought him ? * 
Setter. To anſwer you as briefly, He has a Cauſe to be hat c 

tryd in another Court. Sir 
Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he “e. 


with Araminta. ' mh 
Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back... Though hei 4 


* 
4 | 
% 
Fe 
* 
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ale in diſgrace at preſent about a kiſs which he forced. 
ou and I can kiſs Lucy without all that. 
Lucy. Stand off — — He's a precious jewel. 
better. And therefore you'd have him ſet in your Ladies 
mper- Feten : 

ir, Lucy. Where is he now? 


2am Petter. He ll be in the Piazza preſently. 
ed of . Remember to days behaviour. Let me ſee you 
With a penitent Face. 
but: Letter. What no token of Amity Lucy ? you and I don't 
: 3 e to part with dry Lips. 
$ Cares Lucy, No, no, avaunt — I'll not be ſlabber'd and kils'd 
r l'm not i' th humour. [ Exit. 
we Letter. Vil not quit you ſo— I' follow and put 
nig du into the humour. Exit after — 


Euter Sir Joſeph Wittol, Bluffe. 


; — lu. And fo out of your unwonted Generoſity ——— 

yy Sir 70. And good Nature, Back; I am good-natur'd 
„dl can't helpit. | 

mem Bluff. You have given him a Note upon Fondlewife for 
1 hundied Pound. 

eng ee sir Jo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow he. ventur d fair for'c. 

n fand Nef. You have diſoblig d me in it for Thave 
˖ Fcaſion for the Money; and if you would look me in 

ny 1 e Face again and live, go, and force him to re- deliver 

ly, It. du the Note; go and bring it me hither. I'll ſtay here 

hat my you. 

-Ican- 


„ Sir Fo. You may ſtay till the day of Jadgment then, 
(rie. Ws Lord Harry I know better things than to be run 
ſelf to ough the Guts for a hundred Pound - why I 
ffices e that hundred Pound for being ſav'd, and d'ye think. 
a there were no danger, I'll be ſo ungrateful to take it 

m the Gentleman again. 
Bluff. Well, go ro him from me I Cl him, I ſay, 
muſt refund -— or Bilbo's the word, and Slaughter 
ill enſue — if berefuſe, tell him - but whiſper that 
11 ll him I' pink his Soul 
e to be pat ſoftly to him. | 
„Sir Fo. So ſoftly that he ſhall never hear on't I warrant 
ard hes du — why, what a Devil's the matter, Bully, are you 
_ 1 1 pad? ord'yethink 'm mad? Agad for my part, I don't 
gh he 4 | B 4 love 


4 


* 


but whiſper 


+7 * 


a * 


* 
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love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; tis an-ungrateful A 
Office So tell him your ſelf. 2 4 
Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightened you into 
this Compoſition ; I believe you gave it him out of fear, 
pure paultry fear — confeſs. 

Sir 70. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither—tho' 
I confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up— yet I can't ſay 
that it was altogether out of fear, but partly to prevent 
Miſchief--- for he was a deviliſh cholerick Fellow : And 
if my choler had been up too, agad there would have been 
Miſchief done, that's flat. And yet I believe if you had 
been by. I would as ſoon have let him a' had a hundred of 
my Teeth. Ads heart if he ſhould come juſt now when 


I'm angry, 1'd tell him Mum. 85 
Enter Sharper, Bellmour. Fon't. 
Bell. Thou'rt a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefactor, I 55 


you ought to return him Thanks now you have receiy'd 1 
the Favour. IN? 
Sharp. Sir Foſeph — your Note was accepted, 
and the Money paid at ſight: I'm come to return my 
Thanks —— . 
Sir Fo. They won't be accepted, ſo readily as the Bill, 


Sir. * Bel 
+ Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Tom He looks like Kick 
the Knight of the ſorrow ful Face. ther 


Sharp. This is a double Generoſity — Do me a kindneſs 57, 
and refuſe my Thanks But ! hope you are not offended 
that 1 offer d' em? ER: 

Sir Jo. May be Jam Sir, may be I am not Sir; may be 
I am both Sir; what then? 1 hope, I may be offended 
without any offence to you Sir. 

a 8 Hey dey ! Captain, what's the matter? You can 
tell. . 2 
Bluff. Mr. Sharper, the matter is Plain — Sir Foſep) 
has found out your Trick, and does not care to be put upon, 
being a Man of Honour, 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? 8 
Sir Fo. Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon Sir, be- 
ing a Man of Honour Sir, and ſo Sir — .. wn 

Sharp. Hearkee, Sir Joſeph a word with ye—In conſi- 
deration of ſome: favours lately receiv'd, I would not have 
vou draw your ſelf into a Premunire, by truſting to r | 
: | oy | ion 
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that pot-gun charg d wih 


1 into 
f fear, elf — I' give him the Lie if you'll ſand to it. 


4 O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtifie your 
, | b 


„Sharp. Nay then I'll be before-hand with you: take that 
—tho Oafe. [ Cuffs. him. 
n't ſay Sir Fo. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink his 
re vent ul? 
: And * Huſht, *tis not ſo convenient now ſhall find 
e been ¶ Time. 
ou had IF Sharp. What do you mutter about a time, Raſcal-— You 
red of Pere the Incendiary—There's to put you in mind ot your 
when "Mime— A Memorandum. [ kicks him. 
E- Bluff. Oh this is your time Sir, you had beſt make uſe 
nk t. 
factor, of Sharp. I Gad and ſo Iwill: There's again for ju. 
xceiv'd [ Kicks him. 
Bluff. You are obliging Sir, but this is too publick a 
epted, 4 Place to thank you in: But in your Ear, you are to be ſeen 
nM) gain? | | 
; Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt As 
ne Bill, fr Example. : ; [ Kicks kim. 
Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, 'tis ſcandalous to 
ks like Mick this Puppy, without a man were cold and had no 
| "=Sther way to get himſelf a heat. [ Ex. Bell. Sharp. 
ndneſs "h Bluff. Very well ------- Very fine — But tis no 
tended ' a. not this fine, Sir Foſeph ? | 
Sir J. Indifferent, agad in my opinion, very indiffe- - 
may be 1 rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch 


ended 


Finery. 
| Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I'll die be- 
ou can pre I'll ſuffer it. (draws, 


Sir Fo. O Lord, his anger was not raiſed before 
May, dear Captain, don't be in a Paſſion now, he's gong 
Put up, put up, dear Back; tis your Sir Foſepp 
pgs ; come let me kiſs thee ; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 

1 Bluff, By Heav'n *tis not to be put up. 

Sir, be. Sir 70. What, Bully? 

<P . Sin The Affront. TONE 2 
con. Sir Fo, No agad no more 'tis, for that's put u 
= ready; thy ſword I mean. 27 , 
do that B Bluff. 

) ſign 2 | by uf. | 


Feſepb 


t upon, 


* ern 
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Bluff. Well, Sir Foſeph, at your * But were not 
you my Friend, abus d, and cuft, and kickt? . 
(Putting up his Sworl. 
Sir Fo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no matter tis paſt, 5 
Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of Great Guns, ti 
falſe He ſucks not vital Air who dares affirm itto 
this Face. (Looks big, 
Sir Fo. To that Face I grant you Captain No, no, 
I grant you Not to that Face by the Lord Harry —if 
you had put on your fighting Face before, you had done 
his buſineſs He durſt as foon have kiſt you, as kick! 
you to your Face But a man can no more help what! 
done behind his back, than what's ſaid Come we'll 
think no more of what's paſt. har. 
Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within, to conſider of Fihow 
my Revenge to come. buy 


SCENE changes to Silvia's Lodgings. 
Enter Heartwell, Silvia. 
SO 7 G. 

As Amoret and Thyrſis, lay 
Melting the Hours, in gentle Play; 
Joining Faces mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging harmleſs Bliſſes : 
He trembling, cry d, with eager haſte, 
O let me feed as well as = 
Idie, if I'm not —_—_ Roh 


The fearful Nymph reply d--Forbear : 
I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear 
Deareſt Thyr/is, do not move me, 
Do not- do not- if you love me. 
O let me--ſtill the ſhepherd ſaid; 

But while ſhe fond Reſiſtance made, 
The haſty Foy, in Haie fled. 


PVex'd at the pleaſure ſhe had miſt, 
She frown'd and bluſh'd, then ſigh'd and kift, 
Aud feem'd to moan in ſullen Cobing, 
The {ad miſcarriage of their lWooing 


is paſt, | 
. 0 Silv. Indeed it is very fine--I could look upon Il day, 


m it to 
oks big. 
lo, no, 
ball 
ad done 
is kick! 
what's * 


e we! 


But vain alas ! were all her Charms; % 


. * For Thyrſis deaf to loves alarms, 


Baſfte and ſenſeleſs, tir d her Arms. 25 
af 75 = Song a Dance of Anticks 


Heart: Well has this prevail'd for me? and wi 
ok upon me? 


Civ. If you could ſing and dance ſo, I ſhould love to 
Book upon you too. 


Heart, Why *twas I ſung and danc'd ; I gave Muſick to 


the Voice, and Life to their Meaſures — Look you here 


Silvia, here are Songs and 3 out a Purſe and 
Dances, Poetry and Muſick —— 9 chinking i. 
hark! how ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another — And 


ſider of ho they dance to the Muſick of their own Chink. This 
buys all the t'other— And this thou ſhalt have; this and 


Exennt. all that I am worth for the purchaſe of thy Love 


Sap, is it mine then, ha? Speak Syren — Oons why do 


TJ look on her? Yet I muſt 


Speak dear Angel, De- 
wil, Saint, Witch; do not rack me in ſuſpence ? 

Silv. Nay don't ſtare me ſo you make me bluſh -——. 
cannot look. 


1 | Heart: Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I 


| 


* 
bd a 


Ly” : 


Pere to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs, - 
Silv. Muſt you lie then, if you ſay you loye me? 
Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous” 


5 

% 
i 
: 


1 
* 


4 ome to? A Woman's Toy; at theſe years! Death, a 


Pearded Baby for aGirl to dandle. O dotage, dotage? 
That ever that noble Paſſion, Luſt, ſhould ebb to this de- 
gree—— No reflux of vigorous blood: But milky Love 
pplies the empty Channels, and prompts me to the 
ftneſs of a Child — A meer Infant and would ſuck. Can 
you love me Silvia? ſpeak. | 

Sitv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you; and indeed l'm 
raid to belicve you yet. 
Heart. Pox, how bo Innocence torments and pleaſes 
el Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men 
We generally Maſters in it; but I'm ſo newly entred, 
Nu cannot diſtruſt me of any skill in the treacherous My 
Wer y — Now by my Soul I cannot lie, though it 


* 


hangeling . tell thee Ido love thee, and tell it for a 
ruth, .a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed to diſcover, 
N | Silu. 


> 
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to bed to me 


” 
"2 ww 


Silv. But Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that wil! H 
ſmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; will ſof. We"! 
ten a rugged Temper, and make f. umoured People Si 
* : You look ready to fright one, and talk as if your Mer 


aſſion were not Love, but Anger. 
Heart. Tis both; for Iam angry with my ſelf, when 


Tam pleas'd with you And a pox upon me for loving 
' thee fo well Vet I muſt on— Tis a bearded Arrow, 
and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 


Silv. Indeed if I were well aſſured you loy'd ; but how 
can I be well aſſur'd? | 


Heart. Take the Symptoms — And ask all the Tyrants 4 * 
of thy Sex, if their Fool 


s are not known by that Party 
coloured Livery I am melancholy when thou art abſent, 


when I ſhould ſleep, and even dream of you when I am 


not Love, it is Madneſs, and then it is pardonable—Nay 


yet a more certain ſign than all this, I give thee m 


Money. 


Silv. Ay, but that is no ſign, for they ſay Gentlemen [ 


will give Money to any naughty Woman to cometo bed 


won't be a Whore. 
Heart. The more is the pity. (Aſide, 


Silv. Nay, if you'll marry me, you ſhould not come 
You have ſuch a Beard, and would ſo 4 
Heart. That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſ- = 
tion! Death, I ſhall bedrawn in before I know Where 
'Tam — However, I find TI am pretty ſure of her conſent, 3 


if Iam put to it, (Aſide.) Marry you! no, no' Il love 


prickle one. But do you intend to marry me? 


Ou. 


Silv. Nay, but it you love me, you muſt marry me 
what, don't I know my Father lov'd my Mother, and 


was married to her ? ; | 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old days People married where the) 
"Jov'd ; but that faſhion is chang'd, Child. | 
Silv. Never tell me that, I know *tis not chang'd, b 


* 


„* > 


. 


look like an aſs when thou art preſent, wake for you Ne 11 


* 
>3F 


+ £ 
* 
% 


awake; ſigh much, drink little, eat leſs, court ſolitude, ? 
am grown very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as Iam in- S. 
tormed) very troubleſome to every body elſe, If this be 1 


to them O Gemini, I hope you don't mean ſo — for! 8 


1 
. 1x8 
" . 
4 1 2 
{3 
4 
2 * 


0 LS a A 
© : ; 
* 
SY 


my ſelf ; forl love you, and would marry you. = 3 


-any 


* 


if, 


*. 


:! 
chin 
” 


| 
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A 
xx 


at will 
ill ſof- 
People 
f your 


when 
loving 
Arrovw, 
a back. 


it how 


Pyrants 
t Party 
abſent, 
or you 
nl am 
olitude, 


am in- 


this be 
— Nay 
ee my 


tlemen © 


e to bed 


— for! 


(Aſide, 


It come 


ould ſo 


6 4 
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Heart. I'll have my beard ſhay'd, it ſhan't hurt thee; and 
We'll go to bed ; 
& Silv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 
p my ſelf honeſt — Here, I won't keep 
may thing that's yours, I hate you now, (Throws the Purſe.) 
bd I' never ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me ——_— 
oing. 
Heart. Damn, her, let her go, and a good n 
et ſo much Tenderneſs and Beauty — and honeſty to- 
ther is a Jewel —ſtay Silvia! But then to marry _——-— 
hy every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: Butto 
arry, is playing the Fool all ones Life long. 
9 ile. What did you call me for? 
if Heart. Tl! give thee all I have; and thou ſhalt live with 
hee in every thing ſolike my Wife, the World ſhall believe 
it: Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thy ſelf Only let me not 
Silv. No, I'll die before I'll be your Whore —as well 
I love you, 
= Heart. aſide.) A Woman, and ignorant, may be honeſt, 
when tis out of Obſtinacy and Contradiftion —— But 
death it is but a may-be, and ſcuryy Terms — Well, 
Wrewel then — if Ican get out of Sight, I may get the 
getter of my ſelf. 
Silv. Well - good buy. (Turns and eps. 
Heart. Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting. (Uſſes her) 
By Heav'n ſhe kiſſes ſweeter than Liberty will marry 
Pee There thou haſt don't, all my Reſolve melted in 
bat kiſs — one more, 
23 Silv. But when? 
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Queſ. > Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I will not give m 
3 yas it liberty to think, leaſt I ſhould cool—1 will 5 , 
onſent, Licence ſtraight — in the Evening expect me One kiſs 
Pll love ore to confirm me mad ; fo ! (Exit, 
» Silv. Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trapt —— 4 
Ty me; Enter Lucy. 2 
er, and leſs me ! you frighted me I thought he had been come 
ws. an, and had heard me. p | 
ere the LA. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much 
wy 25 22 had been going for a midwife. 
12d, b . e's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner of 
5" "Bb Midwite, i 


A 


ſome nine months hence Well, 1 find diſ- 
| | ſembliog 
F 
F: 


4.2 2 * 0 "I" » * 
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 - _ Gembling to dur Sex igas natural as ſwimming taa Negro: Þ 
4 te may depend upon our Skill to fave us at a plunge, to * 
mill chen we never make the Experiment But bow 8B 
be haſt thourduceeeded? / 2 : fl oc 
a. As you would wiſh Since there is no re. Mr. 
cCecliming Vainlove, I have found out a picque ſhe has taken 
ddt him; and have fram'd a Letter, that makes her ſue fo 
ERseconciliation firſt, I know that will do—- walk in and 
II ſhow it you. Come Madam, you're like to have: x 
©, - bappy time on't, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! * 
— ——All that can charm our Sex conſpire to plea: 


* 
1 8 


Tia: 


3 Thar Woman ſure enjoys ableſſed Night, 
.  IWhom Love and Vengeance do at once delight. 


_ (Keen 
cr w. SCENE. I. 
1 The Street. 
1 Enter Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 
| Bellmour. | 


2T IS pretty near the Hour. (Looking on his Watch) Wel 

| T and how Setter, hz, does my Hypocriſy fit me, hae? 
does it fit eaſy on me? 

—=x Sett. O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. -## 

_— - Bell, I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhoud 

glory in an opinion of Atheiſm, when they may be ſo 

— more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Re- N 

to lon. : 9 N 

| 2 **y S'bud Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt Þ Þ 

turn'd the Corner, and's coming this way. # 

Bell. Gads fo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. ( Exewunt. 

Enter Fondlewife and Barnaby. 8 


Fond. I ay, I will tarry at home. | chen 
Bar. Bur, Sir, I Wor” hut 


Fond. Good lack ! 1 profeſs the Spirit of Contradiction 
bath poſſeſt the Lad- I ſay I will tarry at hottie Hurles. 
Bar. I have done Sir, then farewel 500 pound,”  - N 
. Fon 


4 


” 


Ae n 


* 


Negro: 1 Fond. Ha, how's that 2 Stay, ſtay, did you leave word 
e, tho y you with his Wite? with her ſellff 


Far. I did; and Comfort will tend Tribulation hither as 
oon as ever he comes home. I could have brought young 


no re. Ir. Prig to have kept my Miſtreſs Company inthe mean 


it how ry I 


s taken time; but you fay— — 

ſue for Fond. How, how, lay Varlet ! I ſay let him not come 
in and near my Doors. I ſay, he is a wanton young Levite, and 
have: pampereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he may look 
tisfied! ſovely in the Eyes of Women — Sincerely I am afraid he 


> pleaſe path already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfort; 
yhile her goodHusband is deluded by his godly appearance 
Il ay, that even Luft doth ſparkle in bis Eyes, and glow 
*Zupon his Cheeks, and that I would as ſoon truſt my Wife 
Ex eum. with a Lord's high-fed Chaplain. 
t Bar. Sir? the Hour draws nigh— And nothing will be 
done there till you come. ' 


IJ. Fend. And nothing ean be done here till I gogo that 


Ill tarry, d'ye ſee. | 
Bar. And run the hazard to loſe your Affairs ſo 
Fond. Good lack, good lack -I profeſs it is a very ſuſſi⸗ 
eient vexation, for a Man to have a handſame Wife. 
Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient 
HFHusband. Tis then indeed, like the vanity of taking a fine 
wa Mouſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings to help to pay 
ell 
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e Rent. | 
ie, hex? Fond. I proteſs a very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go in f 
28nd bid my Cocky come out to me, I will give her ſome 
ynſtructions, I will reaſon with her before I go. (Exit Bar- | 
ſhould aby. ) and in the mean time, I willreaſon with my ſelf-- 
be ſo ell me Jſaac, why art th' jealous? Why art thee diſtruſt» 
of Re- | Ful of the Wife ot thy Boſom ? — Becauſe ſhe's young and 
'  MR'gorous, and I'm old and impotent — Then wiy 
pife juſt Aidſt thee marry Iſaac? — Becauſe ſhe was beautifuland* , 
i | empting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and doating; ia 


Exeunt. 1 hat my inclination was and is ſtill greater than my Povr- 
And will not that which tempted thee, alſo tempt o- 

py hers, who will tempt her Iſaac ? l feat it much 
a But does not thy Wife love thee, nay doat upon thee Z—— 
by chen — 4 y, but to ſay truth, ſhe's forider 
gf me, than ſhe hasrea ton to be; and in the way of Trade, 
Weltliſuſpect the ſmootheſt Dealers of the deepsit Ne” 
> x | as 


- 
* 


— 5 


9 7 3 


ry * * N 2 
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I chat ſhe bas ome Deſigns deeper than thou . 4 
 canſtreach, th' haſt experimented 7 ut mum. 
Enter Lætitia. 10 * 
- | Lat, L hope my deareſt jewel is not going to leave me 
Are you Nykin ? "* 0 
Fond. Wife — Have you throughly conſidered how de. 
teſtable, how — and how crying a Sin, the Sin of 
Adultery is? Have ou weigh d it I ſay? For it is a very 
weighty Sin? and although it may lye heavy upon thee, 
yet thy Husband muſt alſo bear his part: For thy iniquity: 
will fall upon his Head. 
Tat. Bleſs me, what means my Dear? ” 
Fond. Aſide.) Tprofeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye; Iam 
Joubtful, whether I ſhalltruſt her, even with Tribulation e e 
| himfelf —- ſpeak, I fay, have you conſidered, what it ii 4 Ten. 
* to cuekold your Husband? 4 E. 
8 Tet. Aſide.) Im amazed: ſure he has diſcoyered no- 4 
. g— Who has wrong'd me to my deareſt? T hope my : . 


. C000 Thad guy fuchching in rn *Y 
4 . or ever will have ? 1 1 
Fond. No, no, I tell you 71 gang have it in my Head 


2 


Fon. 


7 — 
d ſo 
[7 &k. 
eed 
re b 


Fou will have it ſomewhere eiſe. 
a. Aſide.) I know not what to think. But I'm re. 1 1 
d to find the meaning of it Unkind Dear! was i. 

for this you ſent to call me? is it not affliction 1 tha 

Nou are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to encreaſe it by 8 

unjaſt Suſpicions ? (Crying. ) Well Well You know "F 

my tondnecſs, and you love to tyrannize Go on crue 
- Man, do, triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds 

Which cannot be long, with this uſage of yours — But 

» Xa *thats what you want——well_— You will have your end 

"5% Won Lou will —You will— Yes, it will r ob· 

E ( .SSig . 

* fear I have carried the Jeſt too far Nai 4 

look you now it ſhe does not weep tis the Fondel! ö 

5 Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 

* : I was but in jeſt, I was not ifeck. "= 

T8 de ) © then albs fate. I was terribly aftrighted— 7 

4 * My Miction is always your jeſt, barbarous Man! Oh tha: pe 

4A 7 ſhould love to this degtec! yet 

1 Fond. Nay, Cocky. | 

- Lat. No, no, you are weary of me, that $ It — — that! 
49 
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a thou you would get another Wife— fond Fool, to break: 

m. r heart well, be as cruel as you can to me, I'll ray 
G Fr you; and when Iam dead with Grief, may you have 

ve me e that will love you as well as I have done: 1 ſhall-be 


ntented to lie at peace in my cold Grave — ſince it will 
ww de. Eſc you. (Sighs, 
Fond. Good lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of 


. I profeſs I can hold no longer Nay dear Cock y 
\ the: eck you 'I break my heart I feck you will See you 
iiquity. e made me weep —made poor Nykin weep—Nay 

oe kiſs, buſs poor Nykin — and I won't leave thee — 

W loſe all firſt, | 
| Tan er. A ſide) How ! Heav'n forbid ! that will be carrying 
booted e Jeſt too far indeed. 7 
at it:; Tend. Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 


et. Go naughty _ you don't love me. 
Pond. Kiſs, kiſs, ifeck I do. 


red no Let. No you don't. (She kiſſes him. 
pe my Fond. What not love Cocky ! 

amg. No. h. (Sighs, 
„.I profeſs I do love thee better than 00 Pound 


lead— ga ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with thee. 

1 3 We. No you ſhan't neglect your Buſineſs for me No 

me, cc you fant Nykin—if you don't go, I'll think you 
gets e been dealous of me ſtill. | | 

B* by and. He, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then I will 4 
4 it o gi won't be dealous — Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiſs Ny- © 

a £0" ee. ee, ce— Here will be the good Man anon, to talk 


molds. Focky and teach her how a wife ought to behave be. N 1 


| — But 
Dur end 


* 


- *? (4 ſide) T hope to have one that will ſhow me how :..- 
W<band ought to behave himſelf--I ſhall be glad tolearn * 


to ob leaſe my Jewel. (Kiſs. 
FEY ond. That's my good Dear —. Come kiſs Nykin once 
onde! e 224 then get you in — So—Get you in, get you 


B, by. 
Cocky, Lc. By, Nykiz. 


and. By, Cocky. 4 
_ pu 4. By , Nykin. ; ges in. | 
Oh that ond. By, Cocky, by, by. | + Ext. 
| Enter Vainlove, Sharpor. 1 TO 


de. How ! 4ramina lot! 


a, 
* 


* 


n The Old Batchelor. J 
Vu. To confirm what I have ſaid, read this. (Gives a Let. 
Sharp. reads.) * hum And what then ap. 
ar fault, upon reflection, ſeems only an effect of a to 
. afraid I give too : 2 of my 
own at this time —— I am in diſorder for what I have written; RTF 
but ſomething, Iknow not what, forced me. I only bega 
favourable Cenſure of this and your © Araminta. 

Sharp. Loſt | pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy wits; 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own man, ſign'd and ſeal'd too — to 3 
her Man. — a delicious Mellon, pure and conſenting ripe, - 
and only waits thy cutting up —- She has been breeding 
vo to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd 
of it. ; 

Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried 
of her Love, x 

Sharp. Wilt thou never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd 
whimſey, Frank? thou haſt a ſickly peeviſh appetite; MA 
only to chew Love and cannot digeſt it. p 

Vain, Yes, when I feed my ſelf —. But Lhate to be 
cramm'd - by Heav'n there's not a Woman will give 
Man the Pleaſure of a Chaſe : My ſport is always balkt o! 
cut ſhort—T ſtumble over the Game I would purſue-- 
*Tis dull and unnatural to have aHare run full in the Hound 
Mouth, and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter — I woull 8 
have overtaken, not have met my Game, 

Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it ! 
that will be a kind of a Mungril Curs trick. Well, ar: 
you for the Mall ? | "Ty 

Vain. No, ſhe will be there this evening — Ves—- 1! 
will go too... And ſhe ſhall fee her error ii 

et her choice I gad —. But thou canſt not be v8; 
great a Hie as to {light her. 

. 
* 


©. 
1 dan 
bs » 


in, mould diſappoint her if I did not — By he you 
management I ſhou'd think ſhe expects it. dan 
41 — 9 — fly what does 2 Nu int 
A fit Men ſhou d be coy when Women woore. (Exemt ve m 
SCENE Changes to a room in Fondlewite's Houſe. Lr. 


AM Servant introducing Bellmour in a fanatick Habit, wis 
22 Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in his Hand, 

- Serv. Here's a Chair, Sir, if youpleaſe to repoſe yourſelf 
VI call my Miſtreſs. (Exit Seryan 


* my Diſguiſe, I have out · fac d Suſpicio 


"AS 


_- 
* —_— l 


be Old Batchelor. 43 


- _ 4 9 
* 4 


a Let, | ; ; j 
eren dard Diſcovery --— This Cloak my Sanctity, 

en * WW truſty Scaron's Novels my prayer - book L Methinks 

f 4 . n the very picture of Montuſar in the Hypocrites —— 


! ſhe comes. 


Aten; Euter Lætitia. 


3 aks Aurora throngh the Veil of Night, ↄ Throwing off 
mnt: e fly the Clouds, divided by her Lighe, his Cloak , 
wits; | d every Eye receives a new-born Sight. Patch, &c. 
262" Dag Lat. Thus ftrow'd with bluſhes, like — Ah! Heav'n de- 
11e, id me! who's this? (Diſcovering him, ſtarts. 
eeding Bell. Your Lover. 
aver 0 Tar. Vainlove's Friend! 1 know his Face and he has 
, , ray'd me to him. (Ale. 
carried x Bell, Youare ſurpriſed. Did you not expect a Lover, 
„gam? thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt appearance, 
natur'l fo now they are o'ercaſt. 
Petite ; WT er. I may well be ſurpriſed at your Perſon and Impu- 
Ince; they are both new to me. — You are not what your 
8 yu * t appearance promiſed : The Piety of your Habit was 


Welcome, but not the Hypocriſy. 
xakt of Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not the 


_ IF pocrite. ; (Aide: 
e. Let. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the Houſe 
, \ . 1 
n, Bell. L have Directions in my Pocket, which agree 
ake it! With every thing but your unkindneſs. 

ell, ar (Pulls out the Letter, 


Tet. My Letter? Baſe Vainlove ! Then tis too late to 
Nemble. (A ſide.) *Tis plain you have miſt the Perſon. 
| | (Going. 
Hold, hold, 
dam l confeſs I have run into an Error 
your Pardon a thouſand times-- What an eternal lock - 
adam I ! Can you forgive me the Diſorder Vhave put 
u into — But it is a Miſtake which any body might 
(Exemnt ve made. n 


Les— 


ot bel q Well, If we part ſo, I'm miſtaken 


* 
1 
: 
5 


Houſe. het can this mean! Tis impoſſible he ſhould be 

it, wü taken afterall this —A handſome Fellow it he had not 

d. 4 FPriz'd me; Methinks, now look on him a ain, I 

ee guld not have him miſtaken.(A/zde,) We are all hable to 
c 


ſtakes, Sir: If you own it tobe ſo, therenceds no far- 
10 Apology. . | = 
| Boll. 


1 * * 
* 


aſpicio 


Privy toa weak Woman's failing, won't turn it to the 


impudent. | (Aſide. 
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Bell. Nay, Faith, Madam, n and worth Mit 
your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at his Lodg- 
ings, till twas late, my intimacy with him gave meth: 3-28 
freedom of his Bed; he not coming home all Night, a 7% 
Letter was deliver'd to me by a Seryant, in the Morning; f 
upon the peruſal I found the Contents ſo charming, that 


I could think of nothing all Day, but putting *em in pract- bo A, 
ice till juſt now, the firſt time I ever look'd upon the WS Be 
Superſcription.) I am the moſt ſ{urpriz'd in the world to G Coac 


find it directed to Mr. Vainlove. Gad, Madam, Lask you 
a Millions of pardons, and will make you any Satisfaction. 
Let. Tamdiſcoyer'd —- And either Vainlove is not guil- 
ty, or he has handſomly excuſed him. (Afide. 
Bel. You appear concern'd, Madam? 
Let. I hope you are a Gentleman; and ſince you are 


prejudice of her Reputation. You look as if you had 
more Honour —... 9 
Bell. And more Love; or my Face is a Falſe Witneſs, Fi 
and deſerves to be pillory d. No, by Heav'n, I ſwear— 
Let. Nay, don't ſwear, if you'd have me believe you; ri 
but promiſe. wy 
Bell. Well, I promiſe — A Promiſe is ſo cold - Give 
me leave to ſwear—by thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eyes; by 
thoſe healing Lips Oh] preſs the ſott Charm cloſe to 
mine — and ſeal em up for ever. bu 
Let. Upon that Condition. ( He kiſſes her. 
Bell. Eternity was in that moment One more, upon i 
any Condition. 5 4 


=o 


#. Nay now —— I never {aw any thing ſo agreeably M 


Won't you cenſure me for this, now? but tis to buy i 
your Silence. | (Kiſs. 
Oh, but what am I doing ? 

Bell. Doing! No Tongue can expreſs it—not thy own ; 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Excels 
of Bliſs : Oh, for Love-ſake, lead me any whither, where 
Lmayliedown; quickly, for I'm atraid I ſhall have a Fit, 

Lat. Bleſs me! What Fit ? 

Bell. Oh, a Convulſion — 1 feel the Symptoms; 
Lr. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry you in 
to my Chamber. . 0 


I" 
7 x ine N 
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f Bell: Oh, No: Let me lie down upon the Bed; the 
ortli Mit will be ſoon over. (Exennt, 
odg- SCENE changes to St. James's Park. 
ethbe Araminta and Belinda meet ing. 
ht, 2 Belinda. 
ling; ARD, my Dear: I am glad T have met with you—1 
that have been at the Exchange ſince, and am ſo tir'd 
wrat- 17 Aram. Why, what's the matter? | 
n the Belin. Oh the moſt inhuman, barbarous Hackney p 
ld to b Coach! I am jolted to a Jelly — Am I not horridly touz'd ! 
; you (Pulls out a Potket-Glaſs, 
tion. XR Aram. Your Head's a little out of Order. 
guil- Bell. A little! O an 34k What a furious Fiz I have? 
Aſide. O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no body will 
Tome this way, till I put my ſelf a little in Repair. Ah! 
ou are ny Dear have ſeen ſuch unhewn Creatures fince— Ha 
to the pa, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking that I look juſt 


u had {ike one of em Good Dear, pin this, and I'll tell you 

Pery well — So, thank you my Dear But as I was tel- 

itneſs, ing you — piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock,. So, as I 

ear vas telling you How d' ye like me now? Hideous, ha? 

e you; MFrightful (till? Or how ? | 1 
Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be. 


Give Belin. And ſo — But where did leave off, my Dear? I 
es; by vas telling you - 
loſe to Aram. You were about to tell me ſomething, Child 

hut you left off before you began. | ' 
ſſes her. Belin. Oh! a moſt Comical Sight: A Country Squire, @ 
, upon Pith the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters,c I 


Mrs. Snipwell's Shop, while I was there But OhC 


reeably ¶ wo ſuch unlick d Cubs ! - 

(Aſide. 3 Aram. I warrant, plump, Cherry-cheek'd E ountry * | 

5 tO buy 8 : irls. , 1 4 
(Kiſs. Bell. Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-door-Fow!l : | 


Put ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken em for Friezland 


7 own ; ens, with their Feathers growing the wrong way O 
e Excels ch out-landiſh Creatures! Such Tramontana, and Fo- 
, where igsers to the Faſhion, or any thing in practice! I had not 
We a Fit. atience to behold ——1 undertook the modelling of one 


their Fronts, the more modern Structure. — 8 | 14 
' any * þ 
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any body ſo? They might be Gentlewomen of a ve 
good Family. =. 
Belin, Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by the ; 

Dreſs — Affront! pſhaw, how you're miſtaken ! T 
r Creature, I warrant, was as full of Courtſies, a: 
had been her Godmother. The Truth on't is, 148 
endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian--and ſhe wi 
ſenſible of ir; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me ti 
Apples, piping hot, out of her Under-Peticoat-Pocke 8 
Ha, ha, ha: An, t'other did ſo ſtareand gape — I fanciz 
her like the Front of her Father's Hall, her Eyes wi ]] 
the two Jur-Windows, and her Mouth the great Do 
moſt Hoſpitably kept open, for the Entertainment 
travelling Flies. £ 

Aram. So then you have been diverted. What « 
they buy? 2 

Belin. Why the Father bought a Powder-Horn, ande 
Almanack, and a Comb- Caſe; the Mother, a great Fru 
Towr, and a Fat-Aber-Necklace ; The daughters o 
tore two pair of Kid Gloves, with trying em on— 
Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that din'd at my Lady Fri 
love's other day. MW 
Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 4 
Aram. May be he may not know us again. 4 
Belin. We'll put on our Masks to ſecure his ignora 

; ( They put on their Ma: of 
Sir 70. Nay, gad, I'll pick up; I'm reſolved to mak: 
Night on't I'll go to N Fondlewife by 
by, and get Fifty Pieces more from him. Adſlidiki 
Bully, Well wollow in Wine and Women. Why, u 
fame Madera - Wine has made me as light as a Graſhopx 
— Hiſt, hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? (SH 
Look you what here is — Toll loll dera 
toll loll — A gad, t' other Glaſs of Madera, au 
durſt have attack dem in my own proper Perſon, wi 
vut your help. 1 

Bluffe. Come on then, Knight 
what to ſay toi em? 

Sir Fo. Say . pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay — nel 
fear it that is, it I can but think on't : Truth 
I have but a treacherous Memory. 1 
«Sug el 


\ 
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in. © frightful! Couſin, What ſhall I do? Theſe 


Mags come towards us. 


f a ve 7 


* 
4 9 


by the Lam. No matter I ſee Vainlove coming this 
en © TI and, to confeſs my Failing, Iam willing to give him 
ies, 2: opportunity of making his Peace with me — and to 
is, I me of theſeCoxcombs, when I ſeem oppreſt with em, 


d ſhe uin be a fair one. 
me t. p1uffe. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
Pocke Aram. We are afraid not. | 
1 fanch Bluffe. What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier? 
yes .] (To Belinda. 
at Doo Belin. O monſtrous filthy Fellow ! Good flovenry 
ment ptain Huffe, Bluffe, (what's your Hideous name?) be 
ne: You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier- 
Ne. Foh. (Spits. 
Sir Fo. Now am I ſlap-daſh down in the Mouth, and 
Nye not one word to ſay ! (Aſide; 
eat Fru Aram. I hope my Fool has not Confidence enough to 
ters 0. troubleſome. (Aſide. 
n — — Sir Fo. Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wind? 
dy Fu Aram. A pithy Queſtion Have you ſent your 
its for a Venture, Sir, that you require? 


Sir Fo, Nay, now I'm in I can prattle like a 
Wagpyec. ZW (Aſide. 
enorm Enter Sharper and Vainlove at 4 diſtance. 


eir Ma Belin, Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd. 

to mak Aram. Tis but pulling off our Masks, and obliging 
ife by inlove to know us; I'll be rid of my Fool by fair means 
aſlidikich — Well, Sir Foſeph, you ſhall fee my Face—- but be 


Vhy, ne immediately I ſee one that will be jealous 
raſnop find me in diſcourſe with you — Be diſcreet No 


s? (Sig ly. but away. Unmasks, 
dera Sir Fo. The great Fortune, that din'd at my Lady Free- 
era, as! Sir Foſeph, thou art a madman. A gad, I'm in 
on, W! A dye up to the Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and huſht. 


W (Aſide. 
Bluffe. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your face. 
B lis. You ſhall. ( Unmacks, 
Sharp. Ladies, you humble Servant — We were a- 
q, you would not have given us leave to know you. 
. We thought to have been private — But we 
3.8 d Fools, have the ſame advantage over a Face in a ook, 


Pye kno 


— te 


Truth 
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that a coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard- 7" 


So were forc'd to draw in our own defence. g. 
Bluffe. My blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't ſtay where Aran 


he is; and I muſt not draw in the Park, _ ith yo 
. $ I Sir Joſeph Vain. 
Sir Fo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my lodgſhet thar 
ing. — (Exennt Sir Joſeph and Bluff Aram 


y Hor 
d Mal 
me 
hough 
vd m 
bd vou 
rron 

d — 
Vain. 
y Eye 
on, M 
ut her 


Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſom 
what which narrow Souls cannot dare to admire— An 
ſee, the Owls are fled, as at the break of Day. 
Belin. Very courtly — I believe Mr. Vainlove has no 
rubb'd his Eyes ſince break of Day neither, he looks as 
he durſt not approach — Nay, come Couſin, be friend 
with me—1 ſwear, he looks ſo very fimply, ha, ha, hi, 
—- Well, a Lover in the ſtate of ſeparation from his Mi. 
treſs, is like a body without a Soul. Mr. Vainlove, 11! 
I be bound for your good Behaviour for the future? 
. Vain. Now muſt I pretend ignorance equal to her; 
of what ſhe knows as well as I. (Aſide.) Men are apt tc 
offend (tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for 
give ut, Madam, Ihopel ſhall prove of a Temper 
not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new offences. 

Aram, So cold! (Aſude 

Belin. I have broke the ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and 
ſo leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take: 
turn, and laugh at the Vulgar— Both the great Vulgar and 

the ſmall Oh Gad! I have a great paſſion for Cowley 
Don't you admire him ? 


Aram 
liſters ' 
Van, 
ave do 
Aram 
uſt lea 
Vain. 


Sharp. Oh Madam ! He was our Engliſh Horace. it. vo! 

Belin. Ah ſo fine! So extremely fine! So every thing the | 
in the world that I like Oh Lord, walk this way 44” 
I ſeea couple, I'll give you their Hiſtory. Voman 

(Ex. Bel. and Sharp 

Vain. I find, Madam, the Formality of the Law mul: ; 
bereſerv'd tho' the Penalty of it be diſpens d with; ani Beli. 
an Offender muſt plead to his Arraignment, tho! he harﬀ# 417-7, 
his Pardon in his Pocket. , 2... TO 
Aram. l'm amaz'd ! This inſolence exceeds Yother WM Shar; 
—-— Whoeyer has encourag'd you to this aſſurance-confe 
preſuming upon the eaſineſs of my Temper, has muchfſ® the! 
deceiv'd you, and ſo you ſhall ind. wh Belin. 
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Fain. Hey day! Which way now ? Here's fine doub- 
g. * : (Ade. 
Aram. Baſe Man! Was it not enough to affront me 
ith your ſawey Paſſion? 

Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much hinder Epi- 
et than Sawcy, in another place. 

Aram. Another place! Some villainous Deſign to blaſt 

y Honour — But tho thou had ſt all the Treachery 

d Malice of thy Sex, thoucanſt not }ay a blemiſh on my 
me No, I have not err'd in one favourable 
hought of Mankind How time might have de- 

vd me in you, I know not; my opinion was but young, 

d your early baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a 
frong beliet — Unworthy, and ungrateful ! Be gone , 

d never {ee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? Or do dream ? Shall I believe 
y Eyes, or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill — Your Paſ- 
on, Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning - 
ut here is a filent Witneſs of your acquaintance 

(Takes out the Letter, and oſſers it: She ſuatches it, 
and throws it away. 

Aram. There's Poiſon in every thing you touch 
ters will follow. —— 

Vain, That Tongue, which denies what the Hands 
ave done — 

Aram. Still myſtically ſenſeleſs and impudent: I find 1 
uſt leave the place. 

Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone She knows her Name's 
it, which ſhe will be un willing to expole to the Cenſure 
f the firſt finder. (Exit. 

Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what 
Voman's Curioſity now tempts me to lee, 

| (Takes up the Letter, and Exit. 
Enter Belinda, Sharper, 

Belin. Nay, we have ſpared no body, I ſwear, Mr. 
harper, you're a pure Man; where did you get this excel» 
nt Talent of Railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me: 
confeſs I have taken care to improve it; to qualify me 
or the ſociety of Ladies, N | 
Belin, Nay, ſure Railing is the beſt qualification in a 
'oman's Man, \C Sharp. 


Voice I ſwear I was heartily frighted Feel bow my 


: Fond. A hundred has already been paid by your Order. 


I, 


- - 
t 8 


FO The Old Batchelor. 
Sharp. The ſecond beſt — indeed I think. 


Enter Foot man. 1 
Helin. How, now, Pace? Where's my Cadſin? Si 
Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and hub ſent to know 
if your Lady ſhip would have the Coach come again to: 
you? 99 
N Belin. O Lord, No, I'll go along with her. Come, i 
Mr. Sharper, ( Exeum. 
'SCUNE Changes to à Chamber in Fondle wife's Hon, 
Eater Lætitia and Bellmour, his Cloak, Hat, &c. 9 9 
looſe about the Chamber. 2 


= 
* 
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N 
4 
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"I 


* 


Bell mour. - 

ERE'S no body, nor no noiſe ; ———twas nothing 
but your fears. 1 
Let. I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſters 


heart beats. 
Bell, 'Tis an alarm to Love——Come in again, and] 
let us —— | | 


Fond. without.) Cocky, Cocky : whereare you, Cocky ? 1 [ A 
Fm come home. ; . 

Let. Ah! There he is. Make haſte, gather up you Fon 
things. = Le 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. te can 


Bell. Pox choak him; would his Horns were in his * Kiſs 
Throat. My Patch, my Patch. ir 
(Looking about and gathering up his Thing. Mife 

Let. My Jewel art thou there? No matter for you Wl Le! 


Prick You s'an't tum in, Nykin — Run into im 
my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You s'an't tum in. Fon 
(Bell. goes in ray 
Fond, Nay, prithee, Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. ir 
Le, Then I'll let you in. (Opens the Door. 
Exter Fondlewife, and E 
Fond. Kiſs, Dear I met the Maſter of the Ship b Fon 


the vyay And ] muſt have my Papers of Account f m. 
out of your Cabinet. pring 
Let. Oh, I'm undone! (Ali. — 
ir 


Sir Fo. Pray, firſt let me have 50 l. good Alderman, for 
I'm in haſte, 


Fifty 
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! 1 have the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſet, _ 
13 (Goes into his Cloſet. 
i 7. Agad its a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; I“ 
to her — Pray, Madam, what News d'ye hear? 
Wet. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. 


* 


1? 
o knowl 
Zain tor 
"2 ( Walks about in diſorder. 
Come, ir 7. I wonder at that, Madam, tor'tis moſt curious 
Exeum. weather. 
Hon, . Methinks, 't has been very ill weather. 
c. hig ir Fo. As you ſay, Madam, 'tis pretty bad weather, and 
been ſo a great while. 
= Enter Fondlewife, 
nothing rend. Here are fifty pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph = 
= you will tarry a moment, till I tetch my Papers, Vl 
onſter's Wait upon you down Stairs, 
ow m/ Let. Ruin'd paſt Redemption ! What-ſhall I do — Ha! 
oi fool may be of uſe. (Aide) Stand off, rude Ruffian 
Ip me, my Dear O bleſs me! Why will you leave me a- 
ne with ſuch a Satyr. 
[ 4s Fond. is going into the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Jos 
almoſt puſhes him down, and cries out, 
Fond. Bleſs us! what's the matter ? what's the matter ? 
Let. Your back was no ſooner turn'd ; but like a Lion 
c came open mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſhed 
in his = kiſs from me by main force. 
Sir 7. O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your 
Thins, Wife mad, Alderman ? ay 
or your Le. Oh! Iam fick with the fright; won'tryou take 
in into im out of my ſight ? ITY 
in. Lond. Oh Traytor! I'm aſtoniſhed, Oh blosdy minded 
goes in. raytor! 5 
Sir Fo. Hey-day! Traytor your ſelf — by the Lord 
2 Door, Narr) N in the moſt danger of being raviſh'd if you 
o to that. 
Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous wretch ſwears Out 
f my houſe, thou Son of the Whore of Babylon; Off- 
pring of Bell and the Dragon —-Bleſs us! Raviſhmy 
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(Aid. WV ite | my Dinah! Oh Schichemite! Begone I fay. f 
an, for Sir Fo. Why, the Devil's in the People, I think (Exit. 


Lat. Oh! won't you follow, and {ce him out of Doors 
my Dear? | if 

Fond. II ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming back 
C32 ----Clive 


Order, 
Fifty 


P — — — — 
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Mr. Spintext, bas a fad Fit of the Cholick, and is forci 
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— Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cucky — Ravi! I 41 
my Wife before my Face! 1 warrant he's a Papiſt in H 
heart, if not a Frenchman. 0. 

Let. What can I do now! (Aſſde) Oh! my Dear, i 
have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you, po 


to lie down upon our bed. You'll diſturb him; Icu 
tread ſoftlier. '2 
Fond. Alack poor Man No, no —-you don't knoy 
the Papers I won't diſturb him; Give me the Key. 
[ Shegives him the Key, goes to the Chamber door, a 
[peaks aloud. 2 
Let. Tis no body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spintext nn” 
ſtill on your Stpmach; lying on your Stomach will ci 
you of the Chdlick. Py 
Fond. Ay, ay, lie ſtill, lie ſtill; don't let me diſturb you ; 
[ Goes in *Y e 
Ler. Sure, when he does not ſee his Face, he won' tau 
cover him. Dear Fortune help me but this once, and 
never run in thy debt again. But this Opportunity 
the Devil. 1 


u? 


ne 


Fondle wife returns with Papers. 3 

Fond. Good lack! good lack! — I profeſs, the poli 
Man is in great torment, he lies as flat — Dear you hou 
heat a Trencher, or a Napkin - here's Deborah? let i 
Clapa warm hing to his Stomach, or chafe it with a wa 
kand, rather than fail. What Book's this ? 3 
(Sees the Book that Bellmour fer 


Lt 


Let. | Ttext's Prayer-book, Dear— Pray Heavy | | __ 
it be a Per book. (Ae, 
Fond. Good Man! I warrant he dropp'd it on purp«l 


that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pious £:M 
culations. (Taking up the Book) O bleſs me! O monſtrouM 
A Prayer-book ? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- No". ..1,1 
Hold. bo me ſee ; The Innocent Adultery. | 

Lee. Misfortune! now all's ruin'd again. (4 

Bell. (Peeping.) Damn'd Chance ! if I had gone 
whoring with the Practice of Piety in my Pocket, Ih 
never been diſcover'd. 5 

Fond. Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's Doc 
ting! Ay, here's Diſcipline! 8 


7 


* — 
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Dear Husband, I'm amaz'd: — Sure it is a good 
Bk, and only tends tothe Speculation of Sin. 
bud Speculation l No; no; ſomething went farther 


-— Ravi! | 


iſt in U 


Dear, ar Speculation when | waz not to be let in — where is 
bu, po Apocryphal Elder ? Vl ferret him. 
is force. I'm ſo diſtracted 1 cau't think of a Lye. (Ad. 
1 ; Leu * Fonel: wife Haling out Bellmour. 


. Come out here, thou An:tnias incacnate— Who, 


bt know c novel who have we here? 

Key. . Ha! [ Strieks, as ſurpriz'd. 

lor, d bnd. Oh, thou fallacious Woman! Am I rhcn brutihes ? 
T8 | fecl it here; | iprout, I bud, | bloſſom, I am ripæ- 

inert n- mad. But who in the Devil's name, are you? Mercy 

will ume for ſwearing. But — 


(. Oh, goodneſs keep us! Who's this? Who are 
turb you u'? What are you? 
[Gori 7 Bell. Soh. 

7 7. In the name of he - Oh! Good my Dear, don't 


von't 11 3 1 4 ö | 
and oe nearit, Pm afraid ' tis the Devil ; indecd it has hoots, 
— * _- = N 

- 4 - 


1 r. 
rtunit) 1 Fond. Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The De- 


no, I'm afraid, 'tis the Fleſh thou Harlot. Dear, 
c⸗h the Pox. Come Syren, ſpeak, contels, wao is this 
yerend, brawney Paſtor ? ; 
> 1.08 Indeed. and indeed now my dear Nykin I never 
ba vw: this wicked Man before. 
and. O, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 

—_ 2 Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing of + 
7 6400 | Fond. Thou art a Devil in his prope Ming, Wo- 
£ RAS us Acth. What you know nothing A Huh, bug his 
Hy here / — You don't love Mutton ?--- you Magda- 
_—_—_ = unconverted. 
vr. Noll Bell. Well, row 'I know my Cue That is very hon- 

* E. to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe my 


the pos 


ou ihouf 


(4; x | (Ade. 

F _ Let. Why then, I wiſhT may never enter into the Hea- 

x 8 Th nof your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever Iſaw his 
et, e before. | 


Fond. O Lord ! O ſtrange Jam in admiration of your 
npudence. Look at him a little better; he is more mo- 


it, I warrant you than to deny it. Come, were you two 
er face to face betore? Speak. 


C 3 | Bell. 


a 


* 
** 
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Bell. Since all Artifice is vain And I think i 
ſelf obliged to ſpeak the Truth in Juſtice to your Wil 
—= No. | 
Fond. Humph. 

Let. No. indeed Dear, it 
Fond. Nay 1 find you are both in a ſtory ; that I mn: 
confeſs. But What not to be cu'd of the Cho 
Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quack? Oh, lie u Wn... 
on your Stomach; lying upon your Stomach will cr”. 


Jou of the Cholick. Ah {1 wifh he has not lain upon 


bodies Stomach but his own. Anſwer me that Jex 

Lez. Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf ; dot: 
think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; \ 
enough, if I can clear my own innocence to my ov PP. 


Dear. 5 on 
Bell. By my troth, and fo 'tis I have becr 1 nde 
bile too back ward that s the truth on't. 4 
Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, ia the firſt place? 
v hat are you? 
Bell. A Whoremaſter, 
Fond. Very Conciſe, 


Le. O beaſtly, impudent Creature! a 
Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for? be 

Bell. Tolic with your Wife. | Be 
Fond. Good again a very civil Perſon this, ar "oy 
I Lelieve ſpeaks truth. * 

Let. Oh, inſupportable impudence! 0 
Fond. Well Sr, Pray be cover d—and you har n 
— Heh ! 2: ſiniſn'd the matter? Heh? And Ie Be 
as I ſhouldbe, a ſort of a civil Perquiſite toa W horemaſ **" 
call'd a Cuckold, Hch? Is it not ſo? Come, I'm inclining 42 


to believe every word you ſay. 
Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, fo I defign'd you 
But, you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, an 


hindred the making of your own Fortune, y 
Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the watter once * 
and go back of your word, you are not the Perſon I took A 
you for. Come, come, go on boldly — What don't bal. 
aſham'd of your Profeſſion — Conteſs, confeſs, I ha. mad 


love thee the better for't. I ſhall, ifeck 
What, doſt think I don't know hov/ to behave my ſelf ig 
he employment of a Cuckold, and have been three 17 
n 8 8 P 


«6 " 


* 


"oy ! 
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hink w tice to Matrimony ? Come, come, Plain- dealing: 
our Wis 3 8 Jewel. 5 | FIRE 
=. wel, fince 1 ſee you are a good honeſt Fellow, PI 
feſs the whole matter to thee. 
„„. Oh, 1 am a very honeſt Fellow-— You never lay 
cha honcſter man's wife in your lite, | 
Choc. How my heart akes ! All my comfort lies in bis 
b, lie rodonce, and Heav'n be praiied, he has a conltlerable 
4 rtion. ( 4/:4e, 
bell. In ſhort then, I vras informed of the opportunity 
Fo Sau abſence, by my Spy, (for faith honelt Jaa I 
doc =vc: long time deſign'd thee this Favour; I know Spine 
im ; was to come by your direction. But! laid a 
my on y for him, and procurcd his Habit; in which, I pats d 
on your Servants, and was conducted hither, I pre- 
nded a hit of the Cholick, to cxcuſe my lying down up- 
your Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it. her good 
ace? u ture would bring her to admiaiſter Ræmedics for my Di- 
ewper. -— You knowwhat might have follow'd. — But 
kc an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at the door, before 
our wife was come to me. 
Fond. Ha! This is Apocryphal; I may chuſe whether 
J believe it or no. 
Bell. That you may, faith ; and | hope you won't bes 
this, af mh” word on't —- But I can't help telling the truth, for 
te. 
Fond. How! wou'd not you have me believe you, ſay 
you ? 
Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence part with 
your Wife, and there will be ſome hopes of having her 
pon the publick: then the encouragement ot a ſeparate 
mainte nance- 
Fond. No, no; for that matter, —- when ſhe and I 
part, ſhe'Il carry her ſeparate maintenance about her. 
Let. Ah. cruel Dear, how can you be ſo barbarous? 
You'li break my heart, if you talk of parting. [ Cries. 
Fond. Ah, Diſſembling Vermin ! 
Bell. How can'ſt thou be ſo cruel, //aac ? Thou haſt the 
heart of a Mountain-Tyger. By the faith of a ſincereSin- 
ner, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam; fling. 


at Image? 


will cu 
upon 


e becn 


ou har 
\nd 1:18 
remaltl 
inclining 


vou 
oon, an 


r once 
n I took 
don't bill 
„I fra 


elf it der now y Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; bathe his re- 
. Yeerf Face in your falt trinkling Tears, — $0 ; à few 


Ap C4 | Wd 
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ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the e Man melts. 
1 


bow kind Nature works, and boils over in him. 
(She goes and hangs upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. Ve! 
kiſſes her Hand behind Fondlewite's back. 

Lat. Indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down ſtain 
when you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid told me VM 
Spintext was ill of the Cholick upon our Bed. Ar * 
won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykiz ? Indeed 1'11 dic, 
you don't. -. 

Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannot {peak my heart's ſo ful- 

I have been a tender Husband a tender Y oke-tellow ; yl 


know I bave— But thou haſt been a faithleſs Da!ilal 28 


the Philiſt ines have been upon thee, Heh ! Art thou 90% din 

vile and unclean, Heh? Speak. \ [Meeting Be. 

Let. Noh. Sisi 

= Fond. Oh that I could believe thee ! ) 5 Inch. 

Fo Jet Oh, my Heart will break. (Seeming to fan — 

Fond. Heh, How! No, ſtay, ſtay, I will believe uhce, Set 
will-— Pray bend her forward, Sir. 3 

Let. Oh! oh! Where is my Dear? 8 Bel 

Fond. Flere, here; I do believe thee, I won't be ick 

lieve my oven Eyes. rer 

Bell. For my part, I am ſa charm'd with the love 0 He. 

your Turtle to you, that l'go and ſollicit Matrimony wil 1 

all my might and main. WW 

Fond. Well, well. Sir; as long as ! believe it, *tis we pK! 

enough No thanks to you, Sir, for her Vertue. a= 

But, IU how you the way out of my Houſe, it you . 

pleaſe: Come, my Dear. Nay, I will believe thee, [8s ® 

= co{ficck, = 

= - £23 Fell. See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith Opinion im. 

. cannot err. .- 

1 | No Huzsband, by his Wife. can be deceivd; Sid: 

oe ill is Vertucus, if ſhe's fo believ d. . 

: | [Excunt 9% 
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B. 

: L 

- 0 

N act * 


The On Batchelor. 


ACT v. SCENE I. þ 
The Street, 


Enter Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, and Sctter, 


im. Bel 


en ſtai 
d me 
d. Arch 77 
P11 dic, [8 


ſo full. 2 . 
W ; 5 
Jilah and 


ETTER! Well encounter'd. 
Setter, Joy of your Return, Sir. Have yon 
dea good Voyage? or have you brought your own 


thou no# woes back ? 

Weeinel W Bell. No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back —. 

Siobinh b ade a delicious Voyage "Setter ; ; and might have rode at 
, 4 — in the Pott till this time, but the enemy ſurpriz'd 

to Hain 4 Al would unrig. 

e uhice, (RT Setter. 1 attend you, Sir. 


(Heartwell and Lucy appear at Silvia Door. 
Bell. Ha! is not that Heart well at Svia's Door ? Begone 
| Pech In follow you: I would not be known (Exit. 
1 * Pox take em they ſtand juſt in my way. 
f Heart I'm impatient till its done. 
Lucy. That may be, without troubling your ſelt to go 
iin for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't you ſee that 
tis 10 alking Form of Godlineſs? 
Heart. O Pox; he's a Fanatick. 


on ll 


> love of \ 
ny wiz 


_— 2 F & Lucy An Executioner qualificd to do your Buſi neſs, He. 
thee, [8s been lawfully ordain'd. | 


Heart. III pay him well, if you'll break the Matter i; 
= in. SASH 
= Lacy. I warrant you — Do you go and prepare your 7 
ride. (Ex. Licart. 
Bell. Humph Sits the Wind there? — What a lucky 
Rogue am! Oh what Sport will be here, it I can Peper: 
pacle this Wench to Secrecy ? 

Lucy, Sir: Reverend Sir, 

Bell. Madam. - ( Diſcovers himſelſ. 

Lucy. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upou me! bir. Bel. 
our! is it you? 8 
Bell. Even What doſt think ? 

| : C 5 


& 7.3 


ACT „ 
Luſt __ 


i 
4 
! 
' 
} 


_ I will; with a freſh Aſſurance. Fu 


© 
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Lucy. Think! That I ſhovld not Believe my Pye: = IF 
that you are not what you ſeem tobe. = 10 
Bell. True. But to convince thee who Tath thou knows 5 I y ; 
. "y Token. (Ne, buf 1 r 
. Nay, Mr, Bellmour : O Lard! I believe q o ut 
a Park on in good carneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 
Bell, Well, your Buſinels with me, Lucy ? 
Lucy. I had none but through Miſtake. 4 | 
Bell. Which Miſtake you muſt go through with, Lag 4 $44 
come, I know the intrigue between Heartwell u * you 
your Miſtreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation 3; 
text, to marry 'em—-Ha? Are not matters in this pol: We 
ture? Confeſs - Come I'll be faithful: I will ifa 
== What Diffide in me Lucy? IN a ke 
Lucy. Alas-a-day You and Mr. Vainlove, between yo! hi; M 
haveruin'd my poor Miſtreſs : You have madea Gap mul 
her Reputation; and can you blame her if the ſtop it i; Set 


_—_I 
' 8; 


with a Husband ? Rc 


Y 


P 
2 


4 - 
Bell, Well, is it as I fay ? Va 
Well, it is then: But you'll be ſecret ? * 
bel, Phuh, Secret, ay — And to be out of thy "rn nm" 
Tl truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtrels 1.28 
no! marry Heartwel, Lucy. an 
Lucy. How! O Lord! 1 
Bell. Nay, don't be in a Paſſion, Lucy: — Þ]! provided! „ 
fitter Husband for ge. Come, here's Earneſt 6: St 
my good intentions for thee too: Letthis mollific Mai; 
(Gives her Money) Look you, Heartwell is my Friend 88S 
and tho' he be blind, I muſt not {ce him fall into the Sr 276g D = Sei 
and unwittingly marry a Whore. "i 
Lucy. Whore! I'd have you to know, my Miftre Er 
ſcorns — 3 
Bell. Nay, nay : Look you, Lucy; there are Whore: ci 
ot, Jy Quality.—But to the purpoſe, if you will gi. 4 
me leave to acquaint you with it. Do you carry on th: 
miſtake of me: III marry em. - Nay, don't pauſe: U 
you do, I'll ſpoil all. ] have ſome private Reaſons toil 
what I do, which I'll tell you within. In the mean 1 
1 promiſe, and rely upon me,. — to help your Miſtre! 
to a Husband: Nay, and thee too, Lucy,. Here's mi 


Ca 


(Gives her more Mon! 
Lucy 


"0" 6 * 
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uy. Ah the Devil is not ſo cunning... You know 


| 4 cafie Nature, — Well, for once I'll venture to lerye 
know but if you do deceive me. the Curle of al kind, 
es er- bearted Women light upon jou. A 4 
%%. That's as much as to ſay, The Pox take me —— | | 
Too (a ñ 
Enter Vainlove, Sharper and Setter. _— 
1 %%. Juſt now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy? 


Were. 1 law him, Sir; and ſtood at the Corner where 
ell found me, and overheard all they ſaid, Mr. Bellmour 
tion Sg 4 marry 'em. 

this po p. Ha, ha, 'twill be a pleaſant Cheat I' plague ” 
ill i' faic re well when 1 {ec him. Prithee Frank, let's teaze him; 
SWkc him tret till he foam at the Mouth, and diſgorge 
een von, Ws Matrimonial Oath with Intcreſt— Come, thou'rt fo 2 


ith, Ln 


— 
5 
«TY 
— 
o 


2 Gap my — N | 
top it ett. to Shar per.) Sir, a word with you. 
1 (N hiſters him. 


3455. Sharper ſwears, ſhe has forſworn the Letter 
Y ſure he tells me Truth; —- but I am not ſure ſhe told 
m Truth: Vet ſhe was unaffectedly concern'd, he ſays. 
gd ofcen blaſh'd with Anger and Surprize: — And ſol ' 
member in the Park. — She has reaſon, if I wrong her 


Z 

| Rs 1 
hv deb „ 
„ 2 


reis mul 


| l begin to doubt. 
provide: Harp. Say'ſt thou ſo! 
arneſt a 


ett. This Afternoon, Sir, about an Flour before my 

llifie _Z a; {ter received the Letter. 

Friend Sharp. In my Conſcience like enough. 

he Snat Serr. Ay, I know her, Sir; at leaſt, I'm ſure TI can” 
it out of her, She's the very Sluce to her Lady's 

Miſtreh crets..— ' Tis but ſetting her Mill a going, and 1 can 
eig herof em all. i 

hores d Harp. Here, Frank, your Blood- hound has made out 

will aue e Fault; This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is 

ry on the unterfeit; only a Trick of Silvia, in Revenge, cous 


dauſe: = v'd by Lucy. of 
:fons fo #4; Ha ! it has a Colour — But how do you know 


ean time Sirrah? 5. 
| iat et. I do ſuſpect as much — becauſe why, Sir, ſne 
ere's m pumping me about how your Wor ſhip's Affairs ſtood 
= Ids Madam Araminta. As, when you had feen her 2 
re Ne g lat ñ 


Luc). 


a; 
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to be found at that time: And ſuch like. 


experiment. But honeſt Setter here oyer-heard you wih E 


mais 3 k — * 
* ©. * 
* * 
5 2 4 


laſt, when you were to ſee her next ;and, where you wer 9 N 


Vain. And where did you tell her? 
Sett. In the Piazza. ; 

« Vain. There I recciv'd the Letter — it muſt be fo 

"_ why did you not find me out, to tell me this before, 

t? * 

Sharp. You were well employ'd — I think there is no 


"objection to the Excuſe. aA 
Vain. Pox o' my ſawcy Credulity — If I have loſt he. 

I deſerve it. But if Conteſſion and Repentance be of a! 

force, I'll win her, or weary her into a Forgiveneſs. MY 


Exit. 
Sharp. Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth 9 
Euter Bellmour. 
Fett. Talk of the Devil See where he comes. * 
an þ Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchief... Ws 
No real Fanatick can look better pleas'd after a fucce(:i.! a 
Sermon of Sedition. 2 
Bell. Sharper | Fortifie thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt ! Spe: 
when thou art ready. 3 
Sharp. Now, were l ill natur'd, would I utterly 4. 
appoint thy Mirgh: Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with: 
much Graviry as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſesin his Spi 
ritual Court: Not ſo much as Wrinkle my Face with o e 
Smile? but let thee look ſimple, and laugh by thy ſelf, Rx 
Bell. Pſhaw, No: I have a better Opinion of thy wit 4 Vo. 
— Gad, I defie thee 1 
Sharp. Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make th: 


Lucy, and has told me all. a 
Bell. Nay, then | thank thee for not putting me out of Ma C 
Countenance. But to tell you ſomething you don't know 


Al got an Opportunity, after I had married em, of di- 5 


covering the Cheat to Sylvia, She took it at firft, as ano- as it 
ther Woman would the like Diſappointment; but my Pro- Cay 
miſe to make her amends quickly with another Husband, Kn 


- fome what pacify'd her. 8 

Sharp. But how the Devil do you think to acquit yore & 
ſelf of your Promiſe ? will you marry her your elf? 

gell. I have no ſuch inteutions at preſeut— Prithee, 8 

* * N Wils of 1 


"II Pg” 
_— * 4 - FF" 
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t thou think a little for me? I am ſure the ingenious 
MT. Sercer will aſſiſt. 

ee. O Lord, Sir! ONS : 
.. Vil leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. 


43 Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe, | 
XX chart, Heh ! Sure fortune has ſent this Fool hither on 
ere 15 no rs Setter ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to-obſerve em, 


Wd. hark ye. (Whiſpers, 


: loſt he Bluff. Fear him not- I am prepared for him now z 
< ga bc ſhall find he might have ſafer rous'da ſleeping Ly- 
cis, _ »þ | 
(Exi, Sir Fo. Huſh, huſh: Don't you ſee him? 
orth, WF Blaf, Shew him to me. Where is he? 
Sic Fo. Nay don't ſpeak ſo loud Idon't Jeft 
. sI did a little while ag0 ——- Look yonder A- 
chief pad, if he ſhould hear the Lion roar, he'd cudgel him into 
cceſsti n Als, and his primitive Braying. Don't you remember 
he Story in Æſop's Fables, Bully? A Gad there are good 
Spe:; Morals to be pickt out of Æſop Fables, let me tell you chat; 


ind Reynard the Fox too. 


T'y diſ. Bluff. Damn your Morals. 

Withers Sir Fo. Prithee don't ſpeak fo loud. 

his Spi- Bf. Damn your Morals: I muſt revenge th' Affront 

11th one 3 done to my Honour. (in a low Vazce. 

ſelf. Sir Fo. Ay, do- do, Captain, if you think fittibg 

hy wit 4 You may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, 
1 d'ye ſee; — But by the Lord Harry, I'll leave you. 

ake the (Stealing away on his Tiptoes. 
Biff. Prodizious ! What will you forſake your Friend 


in his extremity! You can't in Honour refuſe to carry him 
=X a Challenge, 


out off 

know (Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him. 
of dil Sir Fo. Prithce, What do you ſee in my face, that looks 
as ang as if I would carry aChallenge ? Honour is your Province 
y Pro- WR Captain: Take it -— All the World knows me to be 8 
sband, Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. 


Sett, I warrant you Sir, I'm inſtructed. 


it your Sharp. Impoſſible! Araminta take a liking to a Fool 

1. Alon 

my Sett. Her Head runs on nothing elſe, nor can ſhe talk 
WII * | 


of nothing elſe. 


(Exis! 


Sharp, 


* 7 : — * , 
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Shape I know ſhe commended him a!l +h+ i Ja 

Were in the Park ; but! thought it had been only to 118 

FVainlove jealous = 7 
Sir Jo. How's is this! Good Bully hold your breath MY 


let's hearken. A gad, this muſt be! A . 
Sharp. Death, it can't be. — An Oaf, an Idcot, Ry 
Wittal! x 1 222 
Sir 70. Ay, now it's out; *tis I my own- individa ir 
Perſon. 1 


Sharp. A wretch, that has flown for ſhelter to the low 
ſhrub of mankind, and ſeeks protection from a bla h 
Coward. ir. 

Sir Fo. That's you, Bully, Back. au 

(Bluffe frowns upon Sir ſ es! 

Sharp. She has given Vainlove her Promile, to mami lit 

him before to morrow Morning... Has ſhe not? 1 oke 
(To ene her 

Sett. She has, Sir; — And I have it in Charge to atte Le 
her all this Evening in order to conduct her to the p Sir 
appointed. 7 

Sharp. Well, I'il go and inform your Maſter ? and col and 
you preſs her to make all the haſte imaginable. (Ex 

Sett. Were la Rogue now, what a noble Prize coul np 
diſpoſe of! A goodly Pinnace, richly laden, and to unch 
forth under my auſpicious Conyoy. Twelve thou: 
Pounds, and all her Rigging; beſides what lies concea 
under Hatches—--Ha! All this committed to my Cate 
— Avaunt temptation — Setter, ſhew thy ſelf a Perſon 
of worth; be true to thy Truſt, and be reputed honclb 
Reputed honeſt! Hum: Is that all? Ay: For to be honeſt 
is nothing; the reputation of it is all. Reputation! what 
have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation ?— He- 
be is een as fooliſhas Honeſty. And for my Part, it 3 

meet Sir / ofeph with a Purſe of Gold in his hand, 1: 
diſpoſe of mine to the belt Advantage. = 


Sir 70 Heh, heh, heh: Here this for you, i' Faich il : 

Mr, Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your word. $ < 

( Clinking a Purſe, ere 

Sett, Sir Joſeph and the Captain to! undone ! undone, WW... 

m undone, my Maſter's undone. . 8 

Sir Fo, No, no, never, fear Man, the Lady's date , 
ad 


- 
* 


"ſts 


ve done. What. Come, Mr. Serter, J have overs 
y 10 - _ all, and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be 
aon let theſe worthy Gentlemen intercede for me. 

| ( Gives him Gold. 


Yreath (Rn 4 
n. © Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean; Corrupt my Ho- 


Waco, | They have indeed very perſwading Faces, 

ndi vida 4 Sir Jo. Tis too little, there's more, Man. here, Take 
N Now--- 

he low cr. Well, Sir Joſeph y ou have ſuch a winning way 

a bla h you— 


i- 70: And how, and how, good Setter, did the little 
aue look, when ſhe talk'd of Sir 7oſeph? Did not her 
„ Sir e es twinkle, and her mouth water Did not? ſhe pull up 
o mar little Bubbies ? And — agad, I'm fo overjoy'd—And 
oke down her Helly; and then ſtep aſide to tie her Garter ' 
v Sette hen ſhe was thinking of her Love? Heh, Setzer, 
ett. Oh, yes, Sir. | 
the pace Sir 70. How now, Bully? What, melancholy, becauſe 
. in the Ladies favour ? No matter, T'!] make your 
and lace — | know they were a little ſmart upon you 
(Eu Warrant, Vil bring you into the Ladies good Gra- 
| RS 5 - 
o Hun Biffe. Pſhaw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other 
houſin ess. toys than ſhe. Look here: Theſe were ſent me this 
once: orning — There, read, (Shows Letters) That— That's 
Y Care Scrawl of Quality. Here, here's from a Counteſs too. 
Peron um No hold That's from a Knight's Wife, 
honelh Pe {ent it me by her Husband —- But here both theſe are 
e hone om Perſons of great Quality. 
1 whirl Sir 70. They are either from Per- ( While Sir Toſeph 
3. Ital ns of great Quality, or no Quality & reads, Blutte whiſ« 
Part. if iS all, *cis ſucha damn'd ugly hand. pers Setter. 
and, 11 4% | Sett, Captain, I would do any thing to ſerve you but 
os is ſo difficult | 
i? Faith : 55 Bluff. Not at all. Don't ! know him ? 
We Setr. You'll remember the Conditions? 


4 P16, Buff Pllgiv't you under my Hand In the mean time 

andonc, Pere 5 Earneſt, Gives him Money Come, Knight 
| $ m.capitulating with Mr. Setter for you. | 

bulineſs Sir 70. Ah, honeſt Serter. — Sirrah, Il give thee 
al y thing but a Night's Lodging. (Ereunt. 
77 Enter 
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two Hours. 
II., ha, ha. 


_ Sharper, 
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64 De Old Batchelor. 2 
v4 © Enter Sharper, tugging in Heartwell.” *-. *- 
Sharp. Nay, prithee, leave railing,and come along wii 
me: May be ſhe mayn't be within 'Tis put to % 
Corner - houſe. ; WE: 
Heart. Whither? Whither ? Which Corner-houſe? 
Sharp. Why, there. The two white Poſts. 
Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? Ooni 
how my heart akes. '# 
Sharp. Pſhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitive 
Why I tell you: Tis a young Creature that Vaizlove de 
bauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bellmou 
chide him about Silvia. "99 
Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife! 7 
(4 ut, £ 
Sharp. Why, thou art as muſty as 2 New. married — xl 
chat had found his Wife knowing the firſt Night. ' 
Heart. Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it ? But Wl 
gold: If he ſhould not, I werea Fool to disco. 
ver it ll diſſemble and try him ( A4/72e.) Ha, ha. hi, 
Why, Tom; is that ſuch an Occaſion of melancholy ? i 
it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief? a 
Sharp. No, faith; I believe not —— Few Women, 
but have their Year of Probation, before they are cloil. 
tered in the narrow joys of Wedlock. But prithee come 
along with me, or I'll go and have the Lady tomy (-!f, 
B'w*y* George. G01. 
Heart. O Torture! How he racks and tares me ? . cali 
Death! Shall I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go and 22 
whore my Wife? No, that's inſupportable Oh, 
”"»% 
® 


Sharp. How now ? Be 
Heart. Oh, I am married, 2 
Sharp. Now hold Spleen. Married! 1 
Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably married. 75 
Sharp. Heay,n forbid, Man, How long ? 9 
Heart. Oh, an Age, an age: I have been married theſe 


4 wy 


Sharp. My old Batchelor married! That were a Jeſt. 


Heart. Death: D'ye mock me? Heark- ye: if either 


you eſteem my Fricadſhip, or your own fafery->—— 
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. not near that Houſe that Corner-Houſe 
voc Brothel. Ask no Queſtions. (Exit. 
„„. Mad, by this Light. 
rief ftill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure, 
„% dinhafte, we may repent at Leiſure. 
i. Setter Entering. 
ett. Some by Expcrience find thoſe Words miſplac'd: 
At leiſure marry'd they repent in haſte. 
l ſuppoſe my Maſter Heart well. 
Sharp. Here, again, my Mercury ! 
bse. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my Atchieve- 
eeats do deſerve the Epithet —- Mercary was a Pimp too: 
t thoꝰ I bluſh to own it at this time, 1 myſt confeſs I 
n ſomewhar fall'n from the Dignity of my Function; 
d do condeſcend to be ſeandalouſly employ'd in the 
Wromotion of Vulgar Matrimony. 
= Sharp. As how, deardexterous Pimp? 
Sett. Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affairs de- 
nding :--Our Stratagem ſucceeded as intended Bluse 
rns arrand Traytor; bribes. me to make a private Con- 
eyance of the Lady to him, and put a ſnam ſeitlement 
pon Sir Joſe ph. 
Sharp. O Rogue! Well, but I hope 
come Serr. No. no; never fear me, Sir — 1 privately in- 
y telt. rm'd the Knight of the Treachery ; wao has agreed 
(Gol. brei to be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo in 
— 3 2 ity. 0 
go and 25 Sharp. Where's the Bribe? 
of 


— h, Sett. Shifting Cloaths for the purpoſe at a Friend's 
ouſe of mine. Here's Company coming if you'll walk 
his way, Sir, I] tell you. (Exeunt. 
25 Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta and Vainlove. 
= Vain. Oh, 'twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it? — 
len in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 
8 (To Araminta, 
d theſe i Arm. Which they forfeit when they are reſtored to 
Whcir Senſes, 
a Jeſt. Van I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 
Arm. You who could reproach me with one Counter- 
either eit, how inſolent would a real Pardon make you? But 
ere's no need to forgive what is not worth my Anger, 
Beliz, O wy Conſcience, 1-cou'd find in my Heart to 
1 marry 
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marry thee, purely to be rid of thee — At leaſt. 
art ſo thoubleſome a Lover, there's Hope thou'lt n 
more than ordinary quiet Husband, (Jo Bellmour. 
Bell. Say you b. — Ils chat a Maxim amor 
Belin. Yes: You fluttering Men of the Mod: i 
made Marriage a meer French Diſt. 8 
Bell. hope there's no French Sawce. Er TH 
Belin. You are fo curious in the Preparation, ti 
your Courtſhip, one would think you meant a nobe 1 
tertainment :—But wh a we come to feed, tis all E 
and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often only, Rem: 
which have been, I know not how many times Wär 4 ax 
for other Company, and at laſt ſcry'd up cold to the \'f 
Bell. hu were a miſcrabl: Wretch indeed, vi 
cou'd not afford one warm Dith for the Wite of tis) 


1 1 - 

v = 
om 
5 Beli 

N ? Then 

» e U. 


rel. (To Beliuc 4 
Belin. O the filthy rude Beaſt. 1 % 
Aram. Tis a laſting Quarrel : I think he has never ber 


at our Houſe ſince, | a 

Bell. But give your ſelves the trouble to walk to tu Be 
Hou and I'll tell you by the way . what mie 
divert and ſurprize you. (Excuvo8t = 


SCENE Changes to Silyia's Lodgings. 
Enter Heartwell and Boy. 
Heart. Gone forth, fay you, with her Maid? 


- 
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leaſt. 
u'lt ma 
our, 
am On 2: Py 
Mode |; Wod 


I think they call'd him. ; 
art. Soh, —- That precious Pimp too — Damn'd, 
d Strumpet ! Cou'd ſhe not contain her ſelf on her 
ing-day ! Not hold out, tell Night! Leave me. 


= (Exit Boy, 
ea State! low wide we err, when apprehenſive 
'n, tic Lod ot Life, Ne hope to find 
noble et help which Nature meant in Woman: Kind, 
5 all Fe Man that Suplemental Self deſigted: 
Rem t proves a burning Cauſtick when apply'd. 


es v0: nd 44am, ſure, cou'd with more caſe abide 


the Hie Bone when broken thin when made a Bride. 
red, rer Bellmovr, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta. 
of H Now, George, What Rhyming ! I thought the 
tale mes of Verſe were paſt, when once the doletul Mar- 
y to [ec knc!] was rung. 

gucltf 171 fears Shame and Conſuſian. I am expos'd. 


we. ( Vainlove and Araminta talk apart. 
ut sen. Joy, joy Mr. Bridegroom ; I give you joy, Sir. 
wn; | 41 eart. Tis not in thy Nati re to give me joy — 4 
. man can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Marrias 1 Pelin. Ha, ba, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns, 
een they are married. N 
el. That they are fit for no Company but their Wives. 
1c Lad en. Nor for them neither, in a little time I ſwear, 
the month's end, you ſhall hardly find a Married Man, 
body elſe. 7% how he looks alrcady. Ha, ha, ha. 
I Bell. Ha, ha, ha. 
._ Heart. Death, am I made your Laughiop-fſtock ? For 
a, Sir, I ſpall find a time; but rake oft your Waſp here, 
the Clown may grow boiſtroys, I have a Fly flap. 
Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has been 
oven upon. 
- to th Bell. That's home. | 
nat mi Heart. Not Friends or Furies could have added to my 
(Extuu vation, or any thing, but another Woman — Y ou've 
 prack'd my patience; begone or by 
Bell. Hold, hold. What the Pevil, thou wilt not draw 
don a Woman, ? 
Fam, What's the matter? 


BE 


There was a Man too that fetch'd em out. — | 


At will do a civil thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil thing to 


Aram. 


- 
* 
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Aram. Bleſs me! What have you done to him? 
Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd Beaſt till he winch'd. 
Vain. Bellmour, Give it over; you vex him too much 
Tis all ſerious to him. 4 Mo 
Belin. Nay, I ſwear, Ibegin to pity him myſelt. 1 . 
Heart. Damn your pity, ----nt læt me be calm a lit•¹ 
— How have I deſerv'd thisof you? any of ye? Sr, 
have I impair'd the Honour of your Houſe + prom 
your Siſter Marriage, and whor'd her? wherein baue 
injur'd ou? Did I bring a Phyſician to your Fat 
when he lay expiring, and e:.deavour ro prolong his L 
and you one and twenty? Madam, have I had an op 


S 
tunify with you and bauk'd it? Did you ever offer me e nere 
Favour that J refus'd it 7 Co 37 

Belin. Oh toh ! What docs the filthy Fellovr mean Ae 
Lard, let me be zone, _ 2: 
Aram. Hang me, if I pity you? you are right enough on - 


ferv d. 
Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho'. 


+: 

* 
4 

#- 


- 
* 
* 


Vain. Nay, tis a Sore of your n ſcratching - Wel 3X Blu 

George. ly: 

Heart. You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent . a: 

His. It Silvia had nct been your V hore, my Wife might Hine 
1 have been honeſt. 1 

| [ . En Vain. And it Silyia had not keen your Wife, my Vn # Sir 

.# 2 Whore might have been juſt. There we are even — Woun! 

Baut bave a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, and I Faov 

dome to your relief. BY? 


0 Y * 2 
Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a reprieve. ¶ onv 


Vain. What would you give? h 1 
Heart, Oh ! any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, ot 
an Arm, nay, I would be divoic'd from my Virility, tobe 
divorced trom my Wife. © 
Fnter Sharper. —_ 
Vain. Faith, that's a ſure way. But there's one can ¶hov- 
ſell you Freedom better cheap. 4 
Sharp. Vainlove, 1 have been a kind of Godfather to 
you, yonder. I have promis'd and vow'd ſome things in Cc 
your Name, which I think you are bound to pertorm. art t 
Vain, No ſigning to a blank, Friend. 5. 
Sharp. No, I'II deal fairly with you —*Tisa full and 
free diſcharge to Sir oſeph Mittol and Captain Bluffe ; 


tor 
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all injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, until 


preſent date hereof, How ſay you ? a 


3 ain. Agreed. : , 
87. Then, let be beg theſe Ladies to wear their 


* be 
d. 2 * 
J much; 2 % £- 
It aoaocsa moment. FE , 9 
„ hen rn. What the Devil's all this to me? 

„% _—_—_ a 
5 Wn. Patience 1 ö 
ye * Ser Sharper, with Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy: 
Tom's N Setter. 


* 1 vl j * Bluff. All Iruries whatloeyer, Mr. Sharper ? 2M 
201 Sir Jo. Ay, ay, whatſocver, Captain; ſtick to that; 
1's Lite, M pacſocver 

op poi. Tris done, thoſe Gentlemen are witneſſes to the 


me tb: 


=” 


neral Releaſe. | 
Vain. Ay. ay, to this inſtant Moment. I have paſt 
A&of oblivion. 
ie. Tis very generous, Sir, fince I needs muſt | 
e000) En 
WT Sir Fo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, Heh, 
gb, heh. Tis I muſt own-— | 
— Wel = Blfe.— That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, 
ny a little Art military uſed} —- - only undermined, or 
preſent WS, as ſnall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wife's Per- 
1g nimon. Oh, the Devil, cheated at laſt! 
IE 
ne, and 


"= 


mean Bil 


n © 
* 
0 


(Lucy anmaſques. 
Sir Fo. Only a little Art- military Trick, Captain, only 
ountermin'd, or ſo—- Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe you 
now whom I have got now? but all's forgiven. 
f Vain. I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 
rieve. onvince him. (Aram. and Belin. unmaſques. 
Sir 70 Ah! O Lord, my heartakes.—— Ah! Setter, 
Wo, ort Rogue of all ſides. | 
„ to be WF Sharp. Sir 7oſeph you had better have pre-engag'd this 
3G entleman's Pardon: For though Vainlove be ſo generous 
so forgive the loſs of his Miſtreſs == —1 know not 
ow Hartwell may take the loſs of his Wife. 
1 (Silvia aumaſqques. 
Heart. My Wife! By this Light *tis ſhe, the very 
Cackatrice -- Oh Sharper! Let me embrace thee.— But 
art thou ſure ſhe is really married to him? 
Sett. Really and lawfully married, I am witneſs. 
8 Seta er. 


ne can 


her to 
ngs in 
rm, 


all and 
luffe ; 


tor 
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70 The Old Batchelor. 
Setter. Bellmour will unriddle to you. 1 
2 (Heartwell gozs to Bello 
Sir Fo. Pray, Madam, who are you ? For 1 find, youll 
und I are like to be better acquainted. = 
Silv. The worſt of me, is that Iam your Wife 
Sharp. Come, Sir Fofeph, your Fortune is not ſo bu 
as you fear. A fine Lady, anda Lady of very cool 0 
Quality. ; 1 
Sir 70. Thanks to my Knight - hood, ſhe's a Lady 
Pain. ——-— That deſerves a Fool with a better Ti. 
8 Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hen 
4 5 1 


Bluffe. What, are you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe me 
Sett. And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected accor il 
dingly. Well, honelt Lucy, Fare thee well — 
think, you and I have been Play-Fellows off and on, 385 
time this Seven years. 
- Lacy. Hold your prating— I'm thinking what Vo-Wl 
cation I fhall ſollow while my Spouſe is planting Lawreil 
in the Wars. 7 

Bluffe. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars. WbiE 
I plant Lawrels for my Head abroad, I may find the 
branches ſprout at home. 1 

Heart. Bell mour, 1 approve thy mirth, and thank the 
Aud I cannot in gratitude (for l ſee which way thou 
art going) ſee thee fall into the ſame ſnare, out of which 
thou haſt delivered me. 1 

Bell. I thank thee George for thy good intention, —-. 
But there is a fatality in Marriage ——— For J find I'n 
reſolute. F . 

Heart. Then good Counſel will be thrown away up- 
vn you —— —-For my Part, I have once eſcap'd-——— = 
And when I wed again, may ſhe be ———— Ugly as a: 
old Bawd. 2 
Pain. Ill natur'd, as an old Maid 
Bell. Wanton as a young Widow. 

Sharp. And jealous, as a barren Wife. 

Heart. Agreed. 

Bell. Well, midſt of theſe dreadful denunciation, 
and notwithſtanding the Warning and Example before 
me, Icommit my ſelf to laſting Durance. 

Belin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters , 

(Giving her Hand, 


* Wain. May | pre 
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H. Frank, Will you keep us in countenance ? 

— to hope ſo great a Bleſſing? ; 
ram. We had better take the Advantage of alittle of * 
Friends experience firſt, 


7 


.o my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for Fear 


ſhou'd recant. (A;, Well, we ſhall have your 


Wmpany to Church in the Morning: — — May be it 


n y get you an Appetite to ſee us fall to before ye. Setzer, 


wre 


While 
nd the 


7 
nk thee 

ay thou 
Which! 


2 
. 


n, —-- 
ind I'm 


-"M 


ray up- . 


lations, 


+ before 


Hand. 


ly as an Wi 


3 


not you tell me? 


Pert. They're at the Door : I' call 'em in. 


A Dance. 


a gell. Now ſet me forward on a Journey for life 


WO me take your tellow Travellers. Old George, I'm ſorry 
tee thee {till plod on alone. 


Heartwel. 


; With gaudy Plumes and gingling Bells made proud, 


e youthful Beaſts ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 


at Vo- Morning Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs gilds, 


d the firſt Stage Down-hill Green-ſword yields. 
t. Oh --—— = 

[hat rugged ways attend the Noon of Life 
r Sun declines, and with what anxious Strife, 
hat pain we tug that galling Londa Wife, 
| Courſers the firſt heat with vigour run 


t *'tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
( Exennt omu: 
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